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IV ADVERTISEMENT. 

manage them, and an omiffion even of fuch dif- 
cipline as they are fufceptible of, the objects are 
yet too numerous for minute attention } and the 
aching hearts of ten thoufand parents, mourning 
under the bittereft of all difappointments, atteft 
the truth of the allegation. His quarrel there¬ 
fore is with the mifehief at large, and not with 
any particular inftance of it. 
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THE TASK. 


BOOK I. 

THE SOFA. 


J sing the Sdfa. I who lately fang 
Truth, Hope, and Charity*, and touched with awe 
The folemn chords, and with a trembling hand, 
EfCaped with pain from that adventurous flight. 
Now feek repofe upon an humbler theme; 

The theme though humble, yet augufl: and proud 
The occafion—for 4he Fair commands the fong. 

Time was, when clothing fumptuous or for ufe. 
Save their own painted Ikins, our fires had none. 
As yet black breeches were not; fa tin fmooth. 


VOL. n. 


* See Poems, vol. i. 
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And woven clofe, or needle-work fublime. 

There might ye fee the piony fpread wide. 

The full-blown rofe, the fhepherd and his lafs. 
Lap-dog and lambkin with black flaring eyes, 
And parrots with twin cherries in tlieii beak. 

Now came the cane from India fmooth and bright 
With Nature’s varnifh; fevered into ftripes. 

That interlaced each other, thefe fupplied 
Of texture firm a lattice-work, that braced 
The new machine, and it became a chair. 

But reftlefs was the chair ; the back ereft 
Di fire fled the weary loins, that felt no cafe; 

The flippery feat betrayed the Aiding part, 

That prefled it, and the feet hung dangling down, 
Anxious in vain to And the diftant floor. 

Thefe for the rich: the reft, whom fate had placed 
In modeft mediocrity, content 
With bafe materials, fat on well-tanned hides, 
Obdurate and unyielding, glafly fmooth, 

With here and there a tuft of crimfon yarn, 
pr fcarlet crewel, in the cufliion fixt, 

If cufliion might be called, what harder feemed 
Than the firm oak, of which the frame was formed 

B 2 
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No want of timber then was felt or feared 
In Albion’s happy ifle. The lumber flood 
Ponderous and fixt by its own mafly weight. 
But elbows flill were wanting; thefe, fome fay 
An alderman of Cripplegate contrived; 

And fome afcribe the invention to a pvieft 
Burly and big, and fludious of his eafe. 

Bat, rude at firft, and not with eafy flope 
Receding wide, they prefled againft the ribs, 
And bruifed the fide; and, elevated high, 
Taught the raifed fhoulders to invade the ears. 
Long time elapfed or ever our rugged fires 
Complained, though incommodioufly pent in, 
And ill at eafe behind. The ladies firft 
Gan murmur, as became the fofter fex. 
Ingenious fancy, never better pleafed 
Than when employed to accommodate the fair. 
Heard the fweet moan with pity, and devifed 
The foft fettee; one elbow at each end, 

And in the midft an elbow it received. 

United yet divided, twain at once. 

So fit two kings of Brentford on one throne; 
And fo two citizens who take the air, 

Clofe packed, and fixtiling, in a chaife and one. 



book k the sofa. 

But relaxation of the languid frame. 

By foft recumbency of outftretched limbs. 

Was blifs referved for. happier days. So flow 
The growth of what is excellent; fo bard 
To attain perfection in this nether world. 

Thus firft neceffity invented ftools. 

Convenience next fuggefted elbow-chairs. 

And luxury the accoraplilhed sofa laft. 

The nurfe fleeps fweetly, hired to watch the lick, 
Whom fnoring Ihe dillurbs. As fweetly he. 
Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour 
To lleep within the carriage more fecure. 

His legs depending at the open door. 

Sweet lleep enjoys the curate in his delk; 

The tedious re&or drawling over his head; 

And fweet the clerk below. But neither lleep 
Of lazy nurfe, who fnores the fick man dead. 
Nor his, who quits the box at midnight hour 
To Humber in the carriage more fecure. 

Nor lleep enjoyed by curate in his tlelk,' ' 

Nor yet the dozings of the clerk, are fweet. 
Compared with the repofe the sofa yields- 
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Ob may I live exempted (while I live 
Guiltlefs of pampered appetite oblcene) 

From pangs arthritic, that infeft the toe 
Of libertine excefs. The sofa fuits 
The gouty limb, ’tis true) but gouty limb. 
Though on a sofa, may I never feel: 

For I have loved the rural walk through lanes 
Of grafly fwarth, clofe cropt by nibbling (heep, 
And fkirted thick with intertexture firm 
Of thorny boughs; have loved the rural walk 
Over hills, through vallies, and by rivers’ brink 
Ever fince a truant boy I pafled my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames; 
And ftill remember, nor without regret 
Of hours, that forrow fince has much endeared 
How oft, my (lice of pocket (lore confumed, 
Still hungering, pennylefs, and far from home. 
I fed on fcarlet hips and fiony haws. 

Or bluflfing crabs, or berries, that imbols 
The bramble, black as jet, or floes auftere. 
Hard fare! but fuch as boyith appetite 
Difdains not; nor the palate, undepraved 
By culinary arts, unfavory deems. 

No sofa then awaited my return; 
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THE TASK. 


BOOK r. 


To hear his creaking panniers at the door. 

Angry and fad, and his laft cruft confumed. 

So farewell envy of the peasant's nest! 

If folitude make fcant the means of life* 

Society for me!—thou feeming fweet* 

Be ftill a pleating obje6t in my view; 

My vifit ftill, but never mine abode. 

Not diftant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites us. Monument of ancient tafte. 

Now fcorned, but worthy of a better fate. 

Our fathers knew the value of a fcreen 
From fultry funs : and, in their thaded walks 
And long protra6ted bowers, enjoyed at noon 
The gloom and coolnefs of declining day. 

We bear our fhades about usj felf-deprived 
Of other fcreen, the thin umbrella fpread. 

And range an Indian wafte without a tree. 
Thanks to * Benevolus—he fpares me yet 
Thefe chefnuts ranged in correfponding lines; 
And, though himfelf fo polithed, ftill reprieves 
The obfolete prolixity of ftiade. 

* John Courtnay Throckmorton, Efq. of Wtfton Underwood 
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Defcending now (but cautious, left too faft) - 
A hidden fteep, upon a ruftic bridge 
We pafs a gulph, in which the willows dip 
Their pendent boughs, ftooping as if to drink. 
Hence, ancle deep in mofs and flowery thyme. 
We mount again, and feel at every ftep 
Our foot half funk in hillocks green and foft, 
Raifed by the mole, the miner of the foil. 

He, not unlike the great ones of mankind. 
Disfigures earth: and, plotting in the dark. 

Toils much to earn a monumental pile. 

That may record the mifchiefs he has done. 

The fummit gained, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it! yet not all its pride fecures 
The grand retreat from injuries imprefted 
By rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The pannels, leaving an obfcure, rude name 
In characters uncouth, and fpelt amifs. 

So ftrong the zeal to immortalize himfelf 
Beats in the breaft of man, that even a few 
Few tranfient years, won from the abyfs abhorred 
Of blank oblivion, feem a glorious prize. 

And even to a clown. Now roves the eye 9 
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BOOR. I, 


A«»d polled on this fpeculative height. 

Exalts in its command. The flseep-fold here *• 
Pours out its fleecy tenants over the glebe. 

At firft/progreffive as a ftream, they leek 
The middle field j but, Scattered by degrees. 

Each to his choice, foon whiten all the land. 
There from the fun-burnt hay-field homeward 
creeps 

The loaded wain ; while, lightened of its charge. 
The wain that meets it pafies fwiftly by; 

The boorifh driver leaning over his team 
Vociferous, and impatient of delay. 

Nor lefs attractive is the woodland fcene, 
T)iverfified with trees of every growth. 

Alike, yet various. Here the gray fmooth trunks 
Of afh, or lime, or beech, diftinCtly dhine. 

Within the twilight of their diftant fhades; 
There, loft behind a rifing ground, the wood 
Seems funk, and fhortened to its topmoft boughs. 
No tree in all the grove but has its charms. 
Though each its hue peculiar; paler fome, 

And of a wannifh gray; the willow 'Inch, 

And poplar, that with filver lines his leaf. 

And afh far-ftretching his umbrageous arm; 
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Of deeper green the elm; and deeper ft ill, * 

Lord of the woods, the long-furviving oak. 

Some glofly-leaved, and Aiming in the fun, 

The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 
Diftufing odours: nor unnoted pafs 
The fycamore, capricious in attire, 

Now green, now tawny, and, £re autumn yet 
Have changed the woods, in fcarlet honours bright 
Over thefe, but far beyond (a fpacious map 
Of hill and valley interpofed between), 

The Oufe, dividing the well-watered land, 

Now glitters in the fun, and now retires, 

As baftiful, yet impatient to be feen. 

Hence the declivity is fharp and ftiort, t - 
And fuch the re-afcent: between them weeps 
A little naiad her impoveriftied urn 
All fummer long, which winter fills again. 

The folded gates would bar my progrefs now. 
But that the * lord of this encloled demefne. 
Communicative of the good he owns, 



Admits me to a fihare j the guiltlefs eye 
Commits no wrong, nor waftes what it enjoys, 
Refreihing change! where now the blazing fun? 
By lhort tranfition we have loft his glare. 

And ftepped at once into a cooler clime. 

Ye fallen avenues! once more I mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice 
That yet a remnant of your race furvives. 

How airy and how light th,e graceful arch. 

Yet awful as the confecrated roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems! while beneath 
The chequered earth feems reftlefs as a flood 
Bruihed by the wind. So fportive is the light 
Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance. 
Shadow and funfhine intermingling quick. 

And darkening and enlightening, as the lea ves 
Play wanton, every moment, every fpot. 

And now, with nerves new-braced and fpirits 
cheered, 

We tread the wildffrnefs, whofe well-rolled walks. 
With curvature of flow and eafy fweep— 
Deception innocent—give ample Ipace 
To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next; 
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Between the upright Shafts of Whofe taH elms 
We may difcern the tbrefher at his talk. 

Thump after thump refounds the coatlan t flail. 
That feems to fwing uncertain, and yet fails 
Full on the declined ear. Wide flies the chaff. 
The rufiling llraw fends up a frequent mift 
Of atoms, fparkling in the noon day beam. 

Come hither, ye that prefs your beds of down. 
And fleep not j fee him fweating over his bread 
Before he eats it —’Tis the primal curfe. 

But foftened into mercy? made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 

„ By ceafelefs a&ion all that is fubfifts. 

Conftant rotation of the unwearied wheel 
That nature rides upon maintains her health. 

Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads' 

An in flan t s paufe, and lives but while flie moves. 
Its own revolvency upholds the world. 

Winds from all quarters agitate the air. 

And fit the limpid element for ufe, 

Elfe noxious; oceans, rivers, lakes, and ftreams. 
All feel the frefhening impulfe, and are cleanfed 
By reftlefs undulation; even the oak 

voi,. ii. . C 
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lhrives by the rude concuflion of the dorm: 
He ieems indeed indignant, and to fee! 

The impreffion of the blaft with proud difdain 
Frowning, as if in his unconfcious arm 
He held the thunder: but the monarch owes 
His firm liability to what he fcorns, 

Moie fixt below, the more difturbed above. 
The law, by which all creatures elfe are bound. 
Binds man the lord of all. Himfelf derives 
No mean advantage from a kindred canfe, 
From firenuous toil his hours of fweetefi eale. 
The fedentary ftretch their lazy length 
When cufiom bids, but no refrefhment find, 
For none they need: the languid eye, the cheek 
Heferted of its bloom, the flaccid, fhrunk, 

And withered mufcle, and the vapid foul, 
Beproach their owner with that love of reft. 

To which he forfeits even the reft he loves. 

Not fuch the alert and aftive. Meafure life 
By its true worth, the comforts it affords. 

And their’s alone feems worthy of the name. 
Good health, and, its affociate in the moft. 

Good temper j fpirits prompt to undertake. 

And not foon fpent, though in an arduous talk: 
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The powers of fancy and firong thought are their’s; 
Even age itfelf feems privileged in them. 

With clear exemption from its own defeats. 

A fparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran fliows, and, gracing a gray beard 
With youthful fmiles, defcends toward the grave 
Sprightly, and old alrnofi: without decay. 


Like a coy maiden, eale, when courted moll, 
Fartheft retires—an idol, at whole flirine 
Who ofteneft facrifice are favoured leaft. 

The love of Nature, and the fcenes flie draws. 

Is Nature’s diaate. Strange! there fhould be found. 
Who, felf-imprifoned in their proud faloons. 
Renounce thd odours of the open field 
For the unfcented fiaions of the loom; 

Who, fatisfied with only pencilled fcenes. 

Prefer to the performance of a God 
The inferior wonders of an artift's hand! 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of art; 

But Nature’s works far lovelier. I admire. 

None more admires the painter’s magic fkill. 

Who fliows me that which I fhall never fee. 
Conveys a diftant country into mine, 

C 2 
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the task. book i 

And throws Italian light on Englifh walls: 

But imitative ftrokes can do no more 

Than pleafe the eye—fweet Nature’s every fenfe. 

The air falubrious of her lofty hills. 

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 

And mufic of her woods—no works of man 
May rival thefe; thefe all befpeak a power 
Peculiar, and exclulively her own. 

Beneath the open iky Hie fpreads the feafi; 

Tis free to all—’tis every day renewed; 

Who fcorns it ftarves defervedly at home. 

He does not fcorn it, who, imprifoned long 
In fome unwholefome dungeon, and a prey 
To fallow iicknefs, which the vapours, dank 
And clammy, of his dark abode have bred, 

Efcapes at laft to liberty and light: 

His cheek recovers foon its healthful hue; 

His eye relumines its extinguithed fires; 

He walks, he leaps, he runs—is winged with joy. 
And riots in the fweets of every breeze. 

He does not fcorn it, who has long endured 
A fever’s agonies, and fed on drugs, 

Noi yet the mariner, his blood inflamed 
With acrid falts; his very heart athirft 
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To gaze at nature in her green array. 

Upon the fhip’s tall fide he ftands, poflefled 
“With vifions prompted by intenfe defire: 

Fair fields appear below, fuch as he left 

Far diftant, fuch as he would die to find- 

He feeks them headlong, add is feen no more. 

The fpleen is feldom felt where Flora reigns 
The lowering, eye, the petulance, the frown. 
And fullen fadnefs, that overfhade, diftort. 

And mar, the face of beauty, when no caufe 
For fuch immeafurable woe appears, 

Thefe Flora banifhes, axid gives the fair 
Sweet fmiles, and bloomlefstranfient than her ow 
It is the conftant revolution, dale 
And taftelefs, of the fame repeated joys. 

That palls and fatiates, and makes languid life 
A pedlar’s pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health fufifers, and the fpirits ebb ; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice—at the full feaft 
Is famifhfcd—-finds no mufic in the fong, 

No fmartnefs in the jeftj and wonders why. 
Yet thoufands llill defire to journey on. 

Though halt, and weary of the path they tread. 
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The paralytic, who. can hold her cards. 

But cannot play them, borrows a friend’s hand 
To deal and Ihuffle, to divide and fort 
Her mingled fuits and fequencesj and fits,. 
Spe&atrefs both and fpe&acle, a fad 
And filent cypher, while her proxy plays. 

Others are dragged into the crowded room 
Between fupporters; and, once feated, fit. 

Through downright inability to rife, 

Till the flout bearers lift the corpfe again. 

Thefe fpeak a loud memento. Yet even thele 
Themfelves love life, and cling to it, as he 
That overhangs a torrent to a twig. v 
They love it, and yet loath it •, fear to die. 

Yet fcorn the purpofes for which they live. 

Then wherefore not renounce them ? No—the dread 
The llavilh dread of folitude, that breeds 
Refle6tion and remorfe, the fear of lhame. 

And their inveterate habits, all forbid. 


Whom call we gay? That honour has beenlong 
The boaft of mere pretenders to the name. 

The innocent are gay—the lark is gay. 

That dries his feathers, faturate with dew. 
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Beneath the rofy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of day-fpring overthoot his humble neft. 

The peafant too, a witnefs of his fong, 

Himfelf a fongfter, is as gay as he. 

But lave me from the gaiety of thofe, 

Whofe head-aches nail them to a noon-day bed; 
And fave me too from their’s, whofe haggard eyes 
Flalh defperation, and betray their pangs 
For property ftripped off by cruel chance; 

From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain. 

The mouth with blafphemy, the heart with woe. 

The earth was made fo various, that the mind 
Of delultory man, fiudious of change. 

And pleafed with novelty, might be indulged. 
Prolpedts, however lovely, may be leen 
Till half their beauties fade; the weary fight, 

Too well acquainted with their fmiles, Hides off 
Faltidious, feeking lefs familiar fcenes. 

Then fnug enclofures in the fheltcred vale. 

Where frequent hedges intercept the eye. 

Delight us; happy to renounce awhile. 

Not fenfelefs of its charms, what ftill we love. 
That fuch thort abfence may endear it more. 
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Then foretts, or the favage rock, may pleafe. 
That hides the fea-mew in his hollow'clefts 
Above the reach of man. His hoary head, 
Confpicuous many a league, the mariner 
Bound homeward, and in hope already there. 
Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waift 
A girdle of half-withered fhrubs he fhows. 

And at his feet the baffled billows die. 

The common, overgrown with fern, and rough 
With prickly gorfe, that fhapelefs and deformed 
And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom. 
And decks itfelf with ornaments of cold. 

Yields no unpleating ramble; there the turf 
Smells frefh, and rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the fenfe 
With luxury of unexpefted fweets. 

There often wanders one, whom better days 
Saw better clad, in cloak of fatin trimmed 
With la re, and hat with fplendid ribband bound. 
A fer-ving maid was the, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to fea, and died. 

Her fancy followed him through foaming waves 
To diftant fhores; and the would fit and weep 
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At what a failor fuffers; fancy too 
Delufive moft where warmeft wifhes are. 

Would oft anticipate his glad return. 

And dream of tranfports fhe was not to know. 
She heard the doleful tidings of his death— 

And never fmiled again ! and now fhe roams 
The dreary wafte 5 there fpends the livelong day. 
And there, unlefs when charity forbids. 

The livelong night. A tattered apron hides. 
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 
More tattered ftill; and both but ill conceal 
A bofom heaved with never-ceafing fighs. 

She begs an idle pin of all fhe meets, 

l 

And hoards them in herlleevej but needful food. 
Though preffed with hunger oft, or comelier clothes, 
7'hough pinched with cold, aiks never.—Kate is 
crazed. 

1 fee a column of flow rifing fmoke 
O’ertop the lofty wood, that lkirts the wild.. 

A vagabond and ufelefs tribe there eat 
Their miferable meal. A kettle, flung 
Between two poles upon a flick tranfverfe. 
Receives the morfel—flefh obfeene of dog. 
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Or vermin, or at beft of cock purloined. 2/ 

From his accuftomed perch. Hard- 
They pick their fuel out of every hedge. 

Which, kindled with dry leaves,, juft faves un¬ 


quenched 

The fpark of life. The fportive wind blows wide 
Their fluttering rags, and ftiows a tawny fldn,. 
The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 

Great fkill have they in palmiftry, and more- 
To conjure clean away the gold they touch. 
Conveying worthlefadrofs intuits place; 

Loud when they beg, dumb only when they fteal. 
Strange! that a creature rational, and caft 
In human mould, Ihould brutalize by choice 
His nature; and, though capable of arts. 

By which the world might profit,, and himfelf, 
Self-banifhed from fociety, prefer 
Such fqualid floth to honourable toil! 

Yet even thefe, though feigning ficknefs oft 
They fvvathe the forehead, drag the limping limb*. 
And vex their flefh with artificial fores. 


Can change their whine into a mirthful note. 
When fafe occafion offers; and with dance 
And mufic of the bladder and the bag. 
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Beguile their woes, and make the woods refound. 
Such health and gaiety of heart enjoy 
The houfelefs rovers of the fylvan world; 
And,breathingwholefomeair,and wandering much. 
Need other phyfic none to heal the effe6ts 
Of loathfome diet, penury, and cold. 

Bleft he, though undiftinguiflied from the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells fecure. 

Where man, by nature fierce, has laid afide 
His fiercenefs, having learnt, though {low to learn. 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 

His wants indeed are many; but fupply 
Is obvious, placed within the eafy reach 
Of temperate wHbes and induftrious hands. 

Here virtue thrives as in her proper foil; 

Not rude and furly, and befet with thorns. 

And terrible to fight, as when ihe fprings 
(If ever fhe fpring fpontaneous) in remote 
And barbarous climes, where violence prevails,. 
And ftrength is lord of all; but gentle, kind. 

By culture tamed, by liberty refrefhed. 

And all her fruits by radiant truth matured. 
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War and 
War followed for revenge, or to. 



The envied tenants* of fome happier fpotz 
The chafe for fuftenance, precarious trail ! 1 
His hard condition with fevere condraint 



* 


Binds all his faculties., forbids ail growth s' 

Of wifdom, proves a fchool, in which he learns 
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate, 

Mean felf-attachment, and fcarce aught befide.. 
Thus fare the fhivering natives of the north. 

And thus the rangers of the weftern world. 
Where it advances far into the deep, 

Towards the Antar&ic. Even the favoured ides. 
So lately found, although the conftant fun 
Cheer all their feafons with a grateful fmile> 

Can boaft but little virtue; and inert 
Through plenty, lofe in morals what they gain 

In manners—vi<5tims of luxurious eafe. 

\ 

Thefe therefore I can pity, placed remote 
From all, that fcience traces, art invents. 

Or infpiration teaches ; and enclofed 
In boundlefs oceans, never to be palfed 
By navigators uninformed as they, • 
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Or ploughed perhapsby* Bird ft* bark- again. 

But fe4r beyond the reft* and with' moft caufe. 
Thee, gentle * favage'! whom nolove of thee 
Or thine, but curioftty perhaps. 

Or elfe vain glory, prompted us to draw 
Forth from thy native bowers, to fhew thee here 
With what fuperior flcill we can abufe 
The gifts of Providence, and fquander life. 

The dream is paft; and thou haft found again 
Thy cocoas and bananas^ palms and yams. 

And homeftall thatched with leaves. But haft thou 
found 

Their former charms ? And having feen our ftate. 
Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 
Of equipage, our gardens, and our fports. 

And heard our muficj are thy fimple friends. 

Thy ftmple fare> and all thy plain delights. 

As dear to thee as-once ? And have thy joys 
Loft nothing by comparifon with our’s ? • 

Rude as thou art, (for we returned thee rude 
And ignorant, except of outward {how) 

I cannot think thee yet To dull of heart 


* Omai. 
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And fpiritlefs, as never to regret 

Sweets tailed here, and left as foon as known. 

Methinks I fee thee ft raying on the beach. 

And aiking of the furge, that bathes thy foot. 

If ever it has wafhed our ftiftant ftiore. 

I-fee thee weep, and thine are honeft tears, 

A patriot’s for his country: thou art fad 
At thought of her forlorn and abje£t ftate, 

From which no power of thine can raife her up. 
Thus fancy paints thee, and though apt to err. 
Perhaps errs little when Are paints thee thus. 

She tells me too that duly every morn 
Thou climbeft the mountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watery wafle 
For light of Ihip from England. Every fpeck 
Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale 
With conflifit of contending hopes and fears. 
But comes at laft the dull and dulky eve. 

And fends thee to thy cabin, well-prepared 
To dream all night of what the day denied. 

Alas ! expert it not. We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing good, 
Difinterefted good, is not our trade. 

We travel far, ’tis true, but. not for nought} 
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And mu ft be bribed to compafs earth again 
By other hopes and richer fruits than your’s. 


But though true worth and virtue in the mild 
And genial foil of cultivated life 
Thrive moft, and may perhaps thrive only there. 
Yet not in cities-oft i in proud and gay 
And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow. 

As to a common and moft noifome fewer, 

* The dregs and feculence of every land. 

In cities foul example on moft minds 
Begets its likenefs. Rank abundance breeds 
In grofs and pampered cities floth and luft. 

And wantonnefs and gluttonous excefs. 

In cities vice is hidden with moft eafe. 

Or feen with leaft reproach; and virtue, taught 
By frequent lapfe, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond the achievement of fuccefsful flight. 

I do confefs them nurferies of the arts 
In which they flourish moft; where, in the beams 
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfeA fize. 

Such London is, by tafte and wealth proclaimed 
The faireft capital of all the world. 



By riot and incontinence the worft. • , ; ‘ 

There, touched by Reynolds, a dull blank becomes 
A lucid mirror, in which Nature fees 
All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a (tone. 

And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips. 

\ 

Nor does the chiflel occupy alone 

The powers of fculpture, but the ftyle as muchj _ 

Each province of her art her equal care. 

With nice incilion of her guided fteel 

She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a foil 

So fterile with what charms foever the will. 

The richeft fcenery and the Jovelieft forms. 
Where finds philofophy her eagle eye. 

With which Hie gazes at yon burning ditk 
Undazzled, and dete&s and counts his fpots? 

In London: where her implements exadt. 

With which the calculates, computes, and fcans. 
All diftance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Meafures an atom, and now girds a world ? 

In London. Where has commerce fuch a mart. 
So rich, fo thronged, fo drained, and fo fupplied. 
As London—opulent, enlarged, and ftill 
Increafing, London? Babylon of old 
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Not more the glory of the earth than flae, 

A more accompliflied world’s chief glory now. 

She has her praife. Now mark a fpot. or two 
That fo much beauty would do well to purge; 
And fhow this queen of cities, that fo fair 
May yet be foul; fo witty, yet not wife. 

It is not feemly, nor of good report. 

That Hie is flack in difcipline; more prompt 
To avenge than to prevent the breach of law : 
That flie is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, and indulges life 
And liberty, and oft-times honour too, 
lo peculators of the public gold; 

That thieves at home mud hang; but he, that puts 
Into his overgorged and bloated purfe 
The wealth of Indian provinces, efcapes. 

Nor is it well, nor can it come to £ood, 

Ihat, through profane and infidel contempt 
Of holy writ. Hie has prefumed to annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as llie may. 

The total ordinance and will of God; 

Advancing fafhion to the poft of truth. 

And centering all authority in modes 

VOL. II. J> 
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And cuftoms of her own, till fabbath rites * 

Have dwindled into unrefjie£ted.forms. 

And knees and haffoc-ks are well-nigh^divorced. 

God made the country, and man made the town. 
What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts. 
That can alone make fweet the bitter draught. 
That life holds out to all, Ihould moft abound 
And leaft be threatened in the fields and groves ? 
Poflefs ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and fedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idlenefs, and tafie no fcenes 
But fuch as art contrives, poflefs ye ftill 
^ our element; there only can ye fhine; 

There only minds like yours can do no harm. 

Our groves were planted to confole at noon 
The peniive wanderer in their fhades. At eve 
The moon-beam. Aiding foftly in between 
The Beeping leaves, is all the light they with. 
Birds warbling all the mulic. We can fpare 
The fplendour of yeur lamps; they but eclipfe 
Our fofter fatellite. Your fongs confound 
Our more harmonious notes: the tbrufh departs 
Scared, and the offended nightingale is mute. 
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There is a public mifchief in your mirth j 
It plagues your country. Folly fuch as your’s. 
Graced with a fword, and worthier of a fan. 

Has made, what enemies could never have done. 
Our arch of empire, fledfaft but for you, 

A mutilated ftru6ture, foon to fall. 
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ARGUMENT OF THE SECOND BOOK. 


Refledlions fuggefled by the concluflon of the former 
book. Peace among the nations recommended, on 
the ground of their common fclloivjhip in forrovu. 
——Prodigies enumerated.-—Sicilian earthquakes 
Man rendered obnoxious to theje calamities by fin. 

God the agent in them.—The philojophy that 
flops at fecondary .caufcs reproved.—Our own late 
mifcarriages accounted for.—Satirical notice taken 
of our trips to Fontainbleau.—But the pulpit, not 
fa tire, the proper engine of reformation.—The Re¬ 
verend Advert ifer of engraved fermons.—Petit 
mail re parfon.—The good preacher.—Pictures of a 
theatrical clerical coxcomb. — Story-tellers and jefiers 
in the pulpit reproved.—Apoftrophe to popular ap- 
plauje.—Retailers of ancient philofophx expo/lulated 
'with.—Sum of the i whole matter.—Effects ffa¬ 
cer dotal mif management on the laity.—Their folly 

and extravagance.—The mif chiefs of'profif ion. _ 

Profuf on itfelf with all its corf pu nt evils, af- 
cribed, as to its principal caufe, to the want cf dif- 
apline in ihe waverCities. 
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Oh for a lodge in fome vaft wildernefs. 

Some boundlefs contiguity of fhade, 

Where rumour of oppreffion and deceit, „ 

Of unfuccefsful or fuccefsful war, 

Might never reach me more. My ear is pained, 

My foul is fick, with every day’s report 

Of wrong and outrage, with which earth is filled. 

There is no fleth in man’s obdurate heart. 

It does not feel for man; the natural bond 

Of brotherhood is fevered as the flax. 

That falls a funder at the touch of fire. 

* 

He finds his fellow guilty of a ikin 

Not coloured like liis own; and having power 
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To enforce the wrong, for fuch a worthy caufe 
Dooms and devotes him as a lawful prey. 
Lands interfered by a narrow frith 
Abhor each other. Mountains interpofed 
Mai ce enemies of nations, who had elfe 
Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 
Thus man devotes his brother, and dedroys; 
And, woife than all, and mod to be deplored 
As human nature’s broadeft, fouled blot, 
Chains him, and tadts him, and exa6ts his fwea 
With ftripes, that mercy with a bleeding' heart 
Weeps, when the fees inflicted on a bead. 
Then what is man? And what man, feeing thi 
And having human feelings, does not blufh, 
And hang his head, to think himfelf a man ? 

I w r ould not have a dave to till my ground. 

To carry me, to fan me while I deep, 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth. 
That finews bought and fold have ever earned. 
No: dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s 
Jud edimation prized above all price, 

I had much rather be myfelf the dave. 

And wear the bonds, than faden them on him. 
We have no daves at home.—Then why abroa 
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And they themfelves once ferried over the wave, 
That parts us, are emancipate and loofed. 

Slaves cannot breathe in England; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free; 

They touch our country, and their lhackles fall. 
That is noble, and befpeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blefling. Spread it then. 

And let it circulate through every vein 

Of all your empire; that where Britain’s power 

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of focial intercourfe. 
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid, 

Between the nations in a world, that feems 
To toll the death-bell of its own deceafe, 

And by the voice of all its elements 
To preach the general doom*. When were the 
winds 

Let flip with fuch a warrant to deftroy ? 

When did the waves fo haughtily overleap 
Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry ? 

Fires from beneath, and meteors f from above, 

* Alluding to the calamities in Jamaica. 

•}• Auguft 18, 1783. 



Portentous, unexampled, unexplained, 

Have kindled beacons in the Ikies; and the o 
And crazy earth has had her {baking fits 
More frequent, and foregone her ufual reft. 
Is it a time to wrangle, when the props 
And pillars of our planet feem to fail. 

And Nature * with a dim and fickly eye 
To wait the clofe of all ? But grant her end 
More diftant, and that prophecy demands 
A longer refpite, unaccomplifhed yet; 

Still they are frowning ftgnals, and befpeak 
Difpleafure in his breaft, who fmites the eart 
'Or heals it, makes it languifh or rejoice. 

And ’tis but feemly, that, where all deferve 
And ftand expofea by common peccancy 
To what no few have felt, there fhould be pc 
And brethren in calamity fhould love. 


Alas for Sicily ! rude fragments now 
Tie fcattered, where the (hapely column hoc 
Her palaces are dult. In all her ftreets 


The voice, of 


singing 


and 


the fprightly chord 


* Alluding to the fog that covered both Europe 
rtarinsr the whole fuvnmer of IT S3. 
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Are filent. Revelry, and dance, and diow 
Suffer a fyncope and folemn paufe; 

While God performs upon the trembling ffage 
Of his own works his dreadful part alone. 

How does the earth receive him ’-With what figns 
Of gratulation and delight her king ? 

Pours die not all her choice!* fruits abroad, 

Her fweeteft flowers, her aromatic gums, 
Difclofing paradife wherever he treads ? 

She quakes at his approach. Her hollow womb, 
Conceiving thunders, through a thoufand deeps 
And fiery caverns, roars beneath his toot. 

The hills move lightly, and the mountains fmoke, 
For he has touched them. From the extremeft point 
Of elevation down into the abyfs 
His wrath is buly, and his frown is felt. . 

The rocks fall headlong, and the vallies rife, 

The rivers die into offenfive pools, 

And, charged with putrid verdure, breathe a grof 
And mortal nuifance into all the air. 

What folid was, by transformation ftrange, 
Grows fluid 5 and the fix’d and rooted earth, 
Tormented into billows, heaves and fwells, 

Or with vortiginous and hideous whirl 
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Sucks down its prey infatiable. Immenfe 
The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 
And agonies of human and of brute 
Multitudes, fugitive on every fide, 

And fugitive in vain. The fylvan fcene 
Migrates uplifted; and, with all its foil 
Alighting i n far diffant fields, finds out 
A new pofTeffor, and furvives the change. 
Ocean has caught the frenzy, and, upwrought 
To an enormous and overbearing height. 

Not by a mighty wind, but by that voice. 
Which winds and waves obey, invades the fhor 
Refifilefs. Never fuch a fudden flood, 
Upridged fo high, and fent on fuch a charge, 
Poffefled an inland fcene. Where now the thron 
That preffed the beach, and, hafiy to depart. 
Looked to the fea for fafety ? They are gone 
Gone with the refluent wave into the deep — 

A prince with half his people ! Ancient towers. 
And roofs embattled high, the gloomy fcenes. 
Where beauty oft and lettered worth confume 
Life in the unprodudtive fliades of death. 

Fall prone: the pale inhabitants come forth. 
And, happy in their unforefeen releafe 
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From all the rigours of reftraint, enjoy 
The terrors of the day, that fets them free. 

Who then that has thee, would not hold thee faft, 
Freedom ! whom they that lofe thee fo regret, 
That even a judgment, making way for thee. 
Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy fake. 

Such evil fin hath wrought; and fuch a flame 
Kindled in heaven, that it burns down to earth. 
And in the furious inqueft, that it makes 
On God’s behalf, lays wafte his faireft works. 

The very elements, though each be meant 
The minifter of man, to ferve his wants, 

Confpire againft him. With his breath he draws 
A plague into his blood} and cannot ule 
Life’s necelfary means, but he mufl die. 

Storms rife to overwhelm him: or, if ftornn 
winds 

Rile not, the waters of the deep fhall rife. 

And, needing none affiftance of the ftorm. 

Shall roll themfelves afhore, and reach him there 
The earth fhall fhake him out of all his holds. 

Or make his houfe his grave: nor fo content. 
Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood. 
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And drown him in her dry and dufty gulphs. 
What then!—were they the wicked above all, 
And we the righteous, whofe fail anchored ifle 
Moved not,while their’s was rocked, like a light ikiff 
The fport of every wave ? No: none are clear, 
And none than we more guilty. But, where all 
Stand chargeable with guilt, and to the {hafts 
Of wrath obnoxious, God may choofe his mark: 
May punifti, if he pleafe, the lefs, to warn 
The more malignant. If he fpared not them, 
Tremble and be amazed at thine efcape, 

Far guiltier England, left he fpare not thee! 

Happy the man, who fees a God employed 
In all the good and ill, that chequer life! 
Itefolving all events, with their effe&s 
And manifold refults, into the will 
And arbitration wife of the Supreme. 

Did not his eye rule all things, and intend 
The leaft of our concerns (ftnce from the leaft 
The greateft oft originate)^ could chance 
Find place in his dominion, or difpofe 
One lawlefs particle to thwart his plan j 
Then God might be furprifed, and unforefeen 
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Contingence might alarm him, and difturb 
The fmooth and equal courfe of his affairs. 

This truth philofophy, though eagle eyed 
In nature’s tendencies, oft overlooks; 

And, having found his inftrument, forgets. 

Or difregards, or, more prefumptuous ftill. 

Denies the power, that wields it. God proclaims 
His hot difpleafure againft foolifh .men, 

That live an atheift life: involves the heaven 
In tempefts: quits his grafp upon the winds, 

And gives them all their fury ; bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery boil upon the lkin. 

And putrify the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for famine, and the meagre fiend 
blows mildew from between his fhrivelled lips, 
And taints the golden ear. He fprings his mines, 
And defolates a nation at a blaft. 

Forth fleps the fpruce philofopher, and tells 
Of homogeneal and difcordant fprings 
And principles; of caufes, how they work 
By neceffary laws their fure effects; 

Of a&ion and re-a6tion. He has found 
The fource of the difeafe, that nature feels. 

And bids the world take heart and banifh fear. 
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Thou fool! will thy difcovery of the caufe 
Sufpeiid the effetf, or heal it? Has not God 
Still wrought by means fince firfl he made the world i 
And did he not of old employ his means 
To drown it? What is his creation lefs 
Than a capacious refervoir of means 
Formed for his ufe, and ready at his will? 

Go, drefs thine eyes with eye-falve; atk of him, 
Or afk of whomfoever he has taught $ 

And learn, though late, the genuine caufe of all. 

England, with all thy faults, I love thee ftill— 
My country! and, while yet a nook is left. 

Where Englilh minds and manners may be found, 
Shall be conftrained to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle, and thy year molt part deformed 
With dripping rains, or withered by a froft, 

I would not yet exchange thy fullen Ikies, 

And fields without a flower, for warmer France 
With all her vines; nor for Aufonia’s groves 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowers. 

To fhake thy fenate, and from heights fublime 
Of patriot eloquence to flalh down fire 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my talk: 
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But I can feel thy fortunes, and partake 
Thy joys and forrows, with as true a heart 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel 
Thy follies too j and with a juft difdain 
Frown at effeminates, whofe very looks 
Befled dilhonour on the land I love. 

How, in the name of foldierfhip and fenfe. 

Should England profper, when fuch things, as 
fmooth 

And tender as a girl, all effenced over 
With odours, and as profligate as fweet$ 

Who fell their laurel for a myrtle wreath. 

And love when they fhould fight5 when fuch as. 
thefe 

Prefume to lay their hand upon the aik 
Of her magnificent and awful caufe? 

Time was when it was praife and boaft enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might, 

That we were born her children. Praife enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 

That Chatham’s language was his mother tongue, 
And Wolfe’s great name compatriot with his own. 
Farewell thofe honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of fuch hereafter ! They have fallen 
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Each ia his field of glory; one in arms, 

And one in council—Wolfe upon the lap 
Of finding victory that moment won, 

And Chatham heart-fick of his country’s fhamtf 
They made us many foldiers. Chatham, (till 
Confuting England’s happinefs at home, 
Secured it by an unforgiving frown. 

If any wronged her. Wolfe, wherever he fough 
Put fo much of his heart into his a<ft. 

That his example had a magnet’s force. 

And all were fwift to follow whom all loved. 
Thofe funs are fet. Oh rife fome other fuch! 
Or all that we have left is empty talk 
Of old achievements, and defpair of new. 

Now hoift the fail, and let the ftreamers float 
Upon the wanton breezes. Strew the deck * 
With lavender, and fprinkle liquid fweets, 

That no rude favour maritime invade 
The nofe of nice nobility! Breathe foft 
Ye clarionets; and fofter fill ye flutes; 

That winds and waters, lulled by magic founds. 
May bear us fmoothly to the Gallic fbore! 

True, we have loft an empire—let it pafs = 
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True; we may thank the perfidy of France, 
That picked the jewel out of England’s crown. 
With all the cunning of an envious threw. 

And let that pafs—’twas but a trick of Hate ! 

A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets in peace the injuries of war. 

And gives his direft foe a friend’s embrace. 

And, ihamed as we have been, to the very beard 
Braved and defied, and in our own fea proved 
Too weak for thofe decifive blows, that once 
Enfured us mattery there, we yet retain 
Some fmall pre-eminence; we juflly boaft 
Atdealt fuperior jodkeyihip, and claim 
The honours of the turf as all our own ! 

Go then, well worthy of the praife ye feek, 

And fhow the thame, ye might conceal at home, 
In foreign eyes! be grooms and win the plate. 
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown!— 
’Tis generous to communicate } r our fkill 
To thofe that need it. Folly is foon learned ; 
And under fuch preceptors who can fail ! 

There is ^ pleafure in poetic pains. 

Which only poets know. The'fhifis and turns, 

E 2 



52 


the task. 


HOOK 


The expedients and inventions multiform, 

To which the mind reforts, in chafe of terms 

Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win_ 

To arreft the fleeting images, that fill 
The mirror of the mind, and hold them fafl. 
And force them fit, till he has penciled off 
A faithful likenefs of the forms he views $ 
Then to difpofe his copies with fuch art. 

That each may find its mofl propitious light. 
And fhine by fltuation, hardly lefs 
Than by the labour and the lkill it coft; 

Are occupations of the poet’s mind 
So pleating, and that fteal away the thought 
With fuch addrefs from themes of fad import, 
That, loft in his own mutings, happy man! 

He feels the anxieties of life, denied 
Theii wonted entertainment, all retire. 

Such joys has he that tings. But ah ! not fuch, 

Or feldom fuch, the hearers of his fono\ 

Faftidious, or elfe liftlefs, or perhaps 

Aware of nothing arduous in a talk 

They never undertook, they little note 

His dangers or efcapes, and haply And 

Their lea ft amufement where he found the moil. 
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But is amufement all ? ftudious of fong. 

And yet ambitious not to fing in vain, 

I would not trifle merely, though the world 
Be loudeft in their praife, who do no more. 

Yet what can fatire, whether grave or gay ? 

It may correct a foible, may chaftife 
The freaks of fafliion, regulate the drefs. 
Retrench a fword-blade, or difplace a patch? 

But where are its fublimer trophies found ? 

What vice has it fubdued ? whofe heart reclaimed 


By rigour, or whom laughed into reform ?■ 

Alas! Leviathan is not fo tamed : 

Laughed at he laughs again? and ftncken hard 
Turns to the ftroke his adamantine fcales, 

That fear no difcipline of human hands. 


The pulpit, therefore (and I name it filled 
With folemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing) 
The pulpit (when the fatyrift has at laft. 
Strutting and vapouring in an empty fchool, 
Spent all his force and made no profelyte)— 
I fay the pulpit (in the fober ufe 
Of its legitimate, peculiar powers) 
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Mud Hand acknowledged, while the world fhall 
(land. 

The raoft important and effedtual guard. 

Support, and ornament, of virtue’s caufe. 

There (lands the meffenger of truth : there Hands 
The legate of the (kies!—His theme divine, 

His office facred, his credentials clear. 

By him the violated law fpeaks out 

Its thunders^ and by him, in drains as fweet 

As angels ufe, the gofpel whifpers peace. 

He dabliffies the drong, redores the weak, 
declaims the wanderer, binds the broken heart, 
And', armed himfelf in panoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, furnifhes with arms, 

Bright as his own, and trains, by every rule 
Of holy difcipline, to glorious war. 

The facramental hod of God's elect! 

Are all fuch teachers ?—would to heaven all were ! 
But hark—the dolor’s voice!—fad wedged between 
Two empirics he dands, and with fwoln cheeks 
Infpires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all inveaive is his bold harangue, 

While through that public organ of report 
He hails the clergy} and, defying fharae. 
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Announces to the world his own and their s. ■ 

He teaches thofe to read, whom fchools difmitred, 
And colleges, untaught; fells accent, tone, 

And emphafis in fcore, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 

He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modern life; transforms old print 
To zig-zag manufcript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a thoufand arts. 

Are there who pnrchafe of the doctor s ware ? 
Oh, name it not in Gaih !—it cannot be. 

That grave and learned clerks thouid need fuch aid 
He doubtlefs is in fport, and does but droll, 
Aifuming thus a rank unknown betore 
Grand caterer and dry-nurfe of the church ! 


J venerate the man, whole heart is warm, 
Whofe hands are pure, whofe doarine and whol 
life 

Coincident exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honeft in the facred caufe. 

To fuch I render more than mere refpedt, 
Whofe adions fay that they refped themfelves. 
But loofe in morals, and in manners vain, 
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In converfation frivolous, in drefs 
Extreme, at once rapacious and profufe; 
Frequent in park with lady at his fide. 
Ambling and prattling fcandal as he goes ; 

But rare at home, and never at his books. 

Or with his pen, fave when he fcrawls a card ; 
Conftant at routs, familiar with a round 
Of ladylhips, a ftranger to the poor; 

Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And well-prepared, by ignorance and floth. 

By infidelity and love of world. 

To make God’s work a finecure; a Have 
T.0 his own pleafures and his patron’s pride : 
From fuch apoftles, oh ye mitred heads, 

Preferve the church ! and lay not carelefs hands 
On fculls, that cannot teach, and will not learn. 

Would I defcribe a preacher, fuch as Paul, 
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own 
Paul fhould himfelf dired me. I would trace 
His mailer-llrokes, and draw from his deficfn. 

I would exprefs him fimple, grave, fincere; 

In dodrine uncorrupt; in language plain. 

And plain in manner; decent, folemn, challe. 
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And natural in gefture; much impreffed' 
Himfelf, as confcious of his awful charge. 

And anxious mainly that the flock he feeds 
May feel it too; affeSionate in look. 

And tender in addrefs, as well becomes 
A meflenger of grace to guilty men. 

Behold the pifiture!—Is it like?-—Like whom? 
The things that mount the roftrum with a fkip. 
And then fkip down again; pronounce a text; 
Cry—hem; and reading what they never wrote. 
Juft fifteen minutes, huddle up their work. 

And with a well-bred whifper clofe the fcene ! 


In man or woman, but far raoft in man. 

And moft of all in man that minifters 
And ferves the altar, in my foul I loath 
All. affe&ation. ’Tis my perfeft fcorn; 

Object of my implacable difguft. 

What!—will a man play tricks, will he indulge 
A filly fond conceit of his fair form. 

And juft proportion, fafhionable mien. 

And pretty face, in prefence of his God ?^ 

Or will he feek to dazzle me with tropes. 

As with the diamond on his lily hand. 
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And play his brilliant parts before my eyes,. 
When I am hungry for the bread of life? 

He mocks his Maker, proflitutes and fliames 
His noble office, and inftead of truth, 
Difplaying his own beauty, flarves his flock ! 
Therefore avaunt all attitude, and flare, 

And flart theatric, pra&ifed at the glafs!. 

I feek divine fimplicity in him, 

Who handles things divine; and all betides, 
Though learned with labour, and though mu 
admired 

By curious eyes and judgments ill-informed, 

To me is odious as the nafal twang 
Heard at conventicle, where worthy men. 
Milled by cuftom, ftrain celeffial themes 
Through the preft noftril, Ipedacle-beftrid. 

Some decent-in demeanour while they preach.. 
That talk performed, relapfe into themfelves; 
And having fpoken wifely at the dole 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye. 
Whoever was edified, themfelves were not! 
Forth comes the pocket mirror.—FirA we ftroke 
An eye-brow; next compofe a ftraggling lock; 
Then with an air moft gracefully performed 
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Fall, back into our feat, extend an arm 
And lay it at its eafe with gentle care. 

With handkerchief in hand depending low t 
The better hand more bufy gives the nofe 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted eye 
With opera glafs, to watch the moving fcene. 
And recognize the flow-retiring fair.— 

Now this is fulfomej and offends me more 
Than in a churchman flovenly neglect 
And ruflic coarfenefs would.. An heavenly mind 
May be indifferent to her houfe of clay. 

And flight the hovel as beneath her care y 
But how a body fo fantaftiq* trim. 

And quaint, in its deportment and attire. 

Can lodge an heavenly mind—demands a doubt. 

He, that negotiates between God and man 
As God's ambaflador, the grand concerns 
Of judgment and of mercy, thould beware 
Of lightnefs in his fpeech. ’Tis pitiful 
To court a grin, when you fhould woo a foul 
To break a jeft, when pity would infpire 
Pathetic exhortation 5 and to addrefs 
The tkittifh fancy with facetious tales,. 
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When fent with God’s commHfion to the heart! 
So did not Paul. Direct me to a quip 
Or merry turn in all he ever wrote. 

And I confent you take it for your text. 

Your only one, till tides and benches fail. 

No: he was ferious in a ferious caufe. 

And underftood too well the weighty terms 
That he had taken in charge. He would not Hoop 
To conquer thofe by jocular exploits. 

Whom truth and fobernefs aflailed in vain. 

Oh popular applaufe! what heart of man 
Is proof againft thy fweet feducing charms ?■ 

The wifeft and the beft feel urgent need 
Of all their caution in thy gentleft gales 5 
But fwelled into a guft—who then alas ! 

With all his canvafs fet, and inexpert. 

And therefore heedlefs, can withftand thy power ?. 
Praife from the riveled lips of toothlefs bald 
Decrepitude, and in the looks of lean 
And craving poverty, and in the bow 
Refpe&ful of the fmutched artificer. 

Is oft too welcome, and may much difturb 
The bias of the purpofe. How much more. 
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Poured forth by beauty fplendid and polite. 

In language foft as adoration breathes ? 

Ah fpare your idol! think him human ftill. 
Charms he may have, but he has frailties too 1 
Dote not too much, nor fpoil what ye admire. 


All truth is from the fempiternal fource 
Of light divine. But Egypt, Greece, and Home, 
Drew from the ftream below. More favoured we 
Drink, when we choofe it, at the fountain head. 
To them it flowed much mingled and defiled 
With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams 
Illufive of philofophy, fo called, 

But falfely. Sages after fages drove 
In vain to filter off a cryftal draught 
Pure from the lees, which often more enhanced 
The third than flaked it, and not feldom bred 
Intoxication and delirium wild. 

In vain they pufhed inquiry to the birth 
And fpring-time of the world! afked. Whence i 
man ? 

Why formed at all ? and wherefore as he is ? 
Where mud he dnd his Maker ? with what rites 
Adore him ? Will he hear, accept, and blefs ? 
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Or does he fit regardlefs of his works ? 

Has man within him an immortal feed ? 

Or does the tomb take all ? If he furvive 
His afhes, where ? and in what weal or woe ? 
Knots worthy of folution, which alone 
A Deity could folve. Their anfwers, vague 
And all at random, fabulous and dark, 

Left them as dark themfelves. Their rules of life 
Defe6tive and unfan 6tioned, proved too weak 
To bind the roving appetite, and lead 
Blind nature to a God not yet revealed. 

’Tis revelation fatisftes all doubts. 

Explains all myfteries, except her own, 

And fo illuminates the path of life. 

That fools difcover it, and ftray no more. 

Now-tell me, dignified and fapient fir. 

My man of morals, nurtured in the fhades 
Of Academus—is this falfe or true ? 

Is Chrift the abler teacher, or the fchools ? 

If Chrift, then why refort at every turn 
To Athens or to Home, for wifdom fhort 
Of man’s occafions, when in him refide 
Grace, knowledge, comfort—an unfathomed floret 
How oft, when Paul has ferved us with a text. 
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Has Epiaetus, Plato, Tully, preached ! 

Men that, if now alive, would fit content 
And humble learners of a Saviour’s worth. 

Preach it who might. Such was their love of truth. 
Their third of knowledge, and their candour too . 

And thus it is.—The paftor, either vain 
By nature, or by flattery made fo, taught 
To gaze at his own fplendour, and to exalt 
Abfurdly, not his office, but himlelf 5 
Or unenlightened, and too proud to learn ; 

Or vicious, and not therefore apt. to teach; 
Perverting often, by the ftrefs of lewd 
And loofe example, whom he fhould inftrudt; 
Expofes, and holds up to broad difgrace, 

The nobleft fundion, and difcredits much 
The brighteft truths, that man has ever feen. 

For ghoftly counfel; if it either fall 
Below the exigence, or be not backed 
With fhow of love, at leafl with hopeful proof 
Of fome lincerity on the giver’s part; 

Or be diflaonoured in the exterior form 
And mode of its conveyance by fuch trick*, 

As move derifion, or by foppifh airs 
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And hiftrionie mummery, that let down 
The pulpit to the level of the ftage; 

Drops from the lips a difregarded thing. 

The weak perhaps are moved, but are not taught. 
While prejudice in men of ftronger minds 
Takes deeper root, confirmed by what they fee. 

A relaxation of religion’s hold 
Upon the roving and untutored heart 
Soon follows, and, the curb of confidence fnapt. 
The laity run wild.—But do they now? 

Note their extravagance, and be convinced. 

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive 
A wooden one3 fo we, no longer taught 
By monitor's, that mother church fupplies. 

Now make our own. Pofterity will afk 
(If e’er pofterity fee verfe of mine) 

Some fifty or an hundred luftrums hence. 

What was a monitor in George’s days? 

My very gentle reader, yet unborn. 

Of whom I needs muft augur better things. 

Since heaven would fure grow weary of a world 
Produ&ive only of a race like our’s, 

A monitor is wood—plank (haven thin. 
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We wear it at our backs. There, clofely braced 
And neatly fitted, it comprefles hard 
The prominent and moft unfightly bones. 

And binds the {boulders fiat. We prove its ufe 
Sovereign and moft efteffual to fccuie 
A form, not now gymnafiic as of yore. 

From rickets and diftortion, elfe our lot. 

But thusudmoniHied, we can walk erect— 

One proof at leaft of manhood ! while the fiiend 
Sticks clofe, a Mentor worthy of his charge. 

Our habits, coftlier than Lucullus wore. 

And by caprice as multiplied as his. 

Juft pleafe us while the fafliion is at full, 

But change with every moon. The fycophant, 
Who waits to drefs us, arbitrates their date; 
Surveys his fair reverfion with keen eye; 

Finds one ill made, another obfolete, 

This fits not nicely, that is ill conceived; 

And, making prize of all that he condemns, 
With our expenditure defrays his own. 

Variety’s the very fpice of life, 

That gives it all its flavour. We have run 
Through every change, that fancy at the loom 
Exhaufted has had genius to fupply ; 

F 


VOL. II. 



66 


THE TASK. BOOK II. 

And, frudious of mutation ftill, difcard 

A real elegance, a little ufed, ' . 

For monftrous novelty and ftrange difguife. ' 

We facrifice to drefs, till houfehoid joys 

And comforts ceafe. Drefs drains our cellar dry, 

And keeps our larder leanj puts out our firesj 

And introduces hunger, froft, and woe. 

Where peace and hofpitality might reign. 

What man that lives, and that knows how to live. 

Would fail to exhibit at the public lhows 

A form as fplendid as the proudefl: there. 

Though appetite raife outcries at the cofi: ? 

A man of the town dines late, but foon enough, 

With reafonable forecaft and ditpatch. 

To infure a fide box flation at half price. 

You think perhaps fo delicate his drefs, 

His daily fare as delicate. Alas! 

He picks clean teeth, and, bufy as he feems 

With an old tavern quill, is hungry yet! 

The rout is folly’s circle, which the draws 

With magic wand. So potent is the fpell, 

That none, decoyed into that fatal ring, 

Unlefs by heaven’s peculiar grace, efcape. 

There we grow early gray, but never wife j 
3 
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There form connexions, but acquire no friend; 
Solicit pleasure hopelefs of fuccefs; 

Waite youth in occupations only fit 
For fecond childhood, and devote old age 
To fports, which only childhood could excufe. 
There they are happieit, who diffemble beit 
Their wearinefs; and they the moil polite, 

Who fquander time and treafure with a lmile. 
Though at their own definition. She, that afks 
Her dear five hundred friends, contemns them all. 
And hates their coming. They (what can they lefs?) 
Make juft reprifals; and with cringe and ihiug 
And bow obfequious, hide their hate of her. 

All catch the frenzy, downward from her grace, 
Whofe flambeaux flafli againit the morning ikies. 
And gild our chamber ceilings as they pais, 

To her, who frugal only that her thrift 
May feed exceffes fhe can ill afford. 

Is hackneyed home unlacqueyed; who in hailc 
Alighting turns the key in her own door, 

And, at the watchman’s lantern borrowing light, 
Finds a cold bed her only comfort left. 

Wivesbego;arhulbands,hufbandsffarve their wive. 

On fortune’s velvet altar offering up 
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Their laft poor pittance—fortune, mofl fevere 
Of goddefles yet known, and coftlier far 
Than all, that held their routs in Juno’s heaven.— 
So fare we in this prifon-lioufe the world ; 

And ’tis a fearful fpe&acle to fee 
So many maniacs dancing in their chains. 

They gaze upon the links, that hold them faft. 
With eyes of anguifli, execrate their lot. 

Then lhake them in defpair, and dance again! 

Now bafket up the family of plagues. 

That wade our vitalsj peculation, fale 
Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds 
By forgery, by fubterfuge of law, 

By tricks and lies as numerous and as keen 
As the neceflities their authors feel; 

Then call them, clofely bundled, every brat 
At the right door. Profufion is the fire. 

Profufion unreftrained, with all that’s bafe 
In character, has littered all the land, 

And bred, within the memory of no few, 

A priefihood, fuch as Baal’s was of old, 

A people, fuch as never was till now. 

It is a hungry vice:—it eats up all, 
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That gives fociety its beauty* ftrength* 
Convenience, and fecurity, and ufe: 

Makes men mere vermin, worthy to be trapped 
And gibbeted, as fa ft as catchpole claws 
Can feize the llippery prey: unties the knot 
Of union, and converts tire facred band. 

That holds mankind together, to a fcourge. 
Profufion, deluging a ftate with lufts 
Of grolfeft nature and of worft effe6ts. 

Prepares it for its ruin: hardens, blinds. 

And warps, tl\e confciences of public men. 

Till they can laugh at virtue j mock the fools 
That truft them $ and in the end difclofe a face. 
That would have (hocked credulity herfelf, 
Unmafked, vouchfafing this their foie excufe— 
Since all alike are felfilh, why not they ? 

This does profufion, and the accurfed caufe 
Of fuch deep, mifcliief has itfelf a caufe. 

In colleges and halls in ancient days*- 
When learning, virtue, piety, and truth* 

Were precious, and inculcated with care. 

There dwelt a fage called Difcipline. His headv 
Not yet by time completely (ilvered o’er. 
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Befpoke him paftthe bounds of freakifh youth. 
But ftrong for fervico ftill, and unimpaired. ' 

His eye Was meek and gentle, and a fmile 
Played on his lips y and in his fpeech was heard 
Paternal fweetnefs, dignity, and love. 

The occupation deareft to his heart • 1 

Was to encourage goodnefs. He would ftroke 
The head of modeft and ingenuous worth. 

That bluthed at its own praife y and prefs the youth 
Clofe to his fide, that pleafed him. Learning grew 
Beneath his care a thriving vigorous plant $ 

The mind was well informed, the paflions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 

If e’er it chanced, as fometimes chance it mull. 
That one among fo. many overleaped 
The limits of controul, his gentle eye 
Grew tlern, and darted a fevere rebukes 
His frown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook the delinquent with fuch fits of awe, 

As left him not, till penitence had won 
Loft favour back again, and clofed the breach. 

But Difcipline, a faithful fervant long. 

Declined at length into the vale of years: 

A palfy ftruck his arm5 his fparkling eye 
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Was quenched In rheums of age: his voice unftrung 
Grew tremulous, and moved derifion more 
Than reverence in perverfe rebellious youth. 

So colleges and halls negle6ted much 
Their good old friend $ and Difcipline at length 
O’erlooked and unemployed fell lick and died. 
Then ftudy languifhed, emulation flept. 

And virtue fled. The fchools became a fcene 
Of folemn farce, where Ignorance in ftilts. 

His cap well lined with logic not his own. 

With parrot tongue performed the fcholar’s part. 
Proceeding foon a graduated dunce. 

Then compromife had place, and fcrutiny 
Became (lone blind ; precedence went in truck. 
And he was competent whofe purfe was fo. 

A diifolution of all bonds enfued; 

The curbs invented for the muli£h mouth 
Of head-ftrong youth were broken > bars and bolts 
Grew rufty by difufe; and mafiy gates 
Forgot their office, opening with a touch } 

Till gowns at length are found mere mafquerade. 
The tafleled cap and the fpruce band a jeft, 

A mockery of the world ! What need of thefe 
For gamefters, jockeys, brotliellers impure. 



n 


T »E T A S K. 



BOOK,**. 

Spendthrifts, and booted fportfmen, 

With belied waift and pointers at 
Than in the bounds of duty .* What 5 
If aught was learned in- childhood,. is -forgot j - 
And fuch expence, as pinches parents blue,, 

And mortifies the liberal hand of love, 

Is fquandered inpurfuit of idle fports- 
And vicious pleafures } buys the boy a name. 
That fits a fiigma on his father’s houfe. 

And cleaves through life infeparably clofe 
To him, that wears it. What can after-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 

The lewd vain world, that muft receive him foon,. 
Add to fuch erudition, thus acquired,. 

Where fcience and where virtue are profelTed ?> 
They may confirm his habits, rivet faft 
His folly, but to fpoil him is a talk. 

That bids defiance to the united powers 
Of fafhion, dilfipation, taverns, ftews. 

Now blame we moft the nurflings or the nurfe?' 
The children crooked, and twilled, and deformed, 
Through want of care* or her, whofe winking eye 
And numbering ofcitancy mars the brood ? 

The nurfe no doubt. Regardlefs pf her charge 
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She needs herfelf corre6tionj needs to learn-. 

That it is dangerous Iporting with the worlds 
With things fo facred as a nation’s truft. 

The nurture of her youth, her deareft pledge,. 

All are not fueh. I had a brother once— 

Peace to the memory of a man of worth, 

A man of letters, and of manners too ! 

Of manners fweet as virtue always wears. 

When gay good-nature drefles her in fmiles. 

Fie graced a college *, in which order yet 
Was facred; and was honoured, loved, and wept. 
By more than one, themfelves confpicuous there. 
Some minds ate tempered happily, and mixt 
With fuch ingredients of good fenfe, and tafte 
Of what is excellent in man, they third; 

With fuch a zeal to be what they approve,. 

That no reftraints can circumfcribe them more 
Than they themfelves by choice, for vvifdom’s fakej. 
Nor can example hurt them: what they fee 
Of vice in others but enhancing more 
The charms of virtue in their juft efteem. 


* Ben’et Coll. Cambridge. 
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If fuch efcape contagion, msS etr&rg& 

Pure horn fo foul & pool to Ihino abroad. 

And give the world tfaoi* talents and themfelves. 
Small thanks to tfaofe, whbfe neghge&ee of flotk 
Expofed their inexperience to the fnare. 

And left them to an undirected choice. 

See then the quiver broken and decayed. 

In which are kept our arrows ! Hulling there 
In wild diforder, and unfit for ufe. 

What wonder if, difcharged into the world. 

They fttame their fhooters with a random flight. 
Their points obtufe, and feathers drunk with wine l 
Well may the church wage unfuccefsful war 
With fuch artillery armed. Vice parries wide 
The undreaded volley with a fword of llraw. 

And Hands an impudent and fearlefs mark. 

Have we not tracked the felon home, and found 
His birth place and his dam ? The country mourns. 
Mourns becaufe every plague, that can infeft 
Society, and that Taps and worms the bafe 
Of the edifice, that policy has raifed. 

Swarms in all quarters: meets the eye, the ear. 



BOOK. II. THE TIME-PIECE. 7 $ 

And fuffocates the breath at every turn. 

Profufion breeds them; and the caufe itfelf 
Of that calamitous mifchief has been found r 
Found too where moft ofienfive, in the fkirts 
Of the robed pedagogue ! Elfe let the arraigned 
Stand up unconfcious, and refute the charge. 

So, when the Jewifh leader ftretched his arm> 

And waved his rod divine, a race obfcene. 
Spawned in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth> 
Polluting Egypt: gardens, fields, and plains. 

Were covered with the peft; the ftreets were filled; 
The croaking nuifance lurked in every nook; 

Nor palaces, nor even chambers, Tcaped; 

And the land flank—fo numerous was the fry. 
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ARGUMENT OF THE THIRD BOOK. 


Self-recollection and reproof.—Jlddrcfs to domeflic 
happinefs.—Some account of myfelf.—The vanity 
of many of their purfuits who are reputed wife .— 
Juftif cation of ?ny cenfures.—Divine illumination 
neefftary to the mojl expert philnfopher.—The quef- 
tiony IVhat is truth ? anfwcred by other queflions. 

■— Domeflic happinefs addrejjed again. —- Few 
lovers of the country.—My tame hare .— Occupa¬ 
tions of a retired gentleman in his garden. — Prun¬ 
ing.’— Framing .— Greenhoufe .— Sowing of flower- 
feeds.—The country preferable to the town even in 
the winter. — lleafo?is why it is deferted at that 
feafon.—Humous cjfefls of gaming and of cxpe?i- 
jive improvement. — Book concludes with an apoj- 
irnphe to the metropolis. 
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As one, who long in thickets and in brakes 
Entangled winds now this way and now that 
His devious courfe uncertain, feeking home5 
Or, having long in miry ways been foiled 
And lore difcomfited, from dough to dough 
Plunging and half defpairing of efcape; 

If chance at length he find a greenfward fmooth 
And faithful to the foot, his fpirits rife. 

He chirrups brilk his ear-ere£ting deed. 

And winds his way with plealure and with eafe 
So I, defigning other themes, and called 
To adorn the Sofa with eulogium due. 

To tell its dumbers, and to paint its dreams. 
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•so 

Have rambled wide. In country, city, feat 
Of academic “fame (howe’er deferred). 

Long held, and fcarcely difengaged at laft. 

But now with pleafant pace a cleanlier road 
I mean to tread. J feel myfelf at large. 
Courageous and refrefhed for future toil. 

If toil await me, or if dangers new. 

Since pulpits fail, and founding boards rcfiedl 
Mod part an empty ineffectual found, 

"What chance that I to fame fo little known. 

Nor converfant with men or manners much. 
Should fpeak to purpofe, or with better hope 
Crack the fatiric thong? ’Twere wifer far 
For me, enamoured of fequeftered feenes. 

And charmed with rural beauty, to repofe. 
Where chance may throw me, beneath elm or vine. 
My languid limbs, when furnmer fears the plains: 
Or, when rough winter rages, on the foft 
And fheltercd Sofa, while the nitrous air 
Feeds a blue fame, and makes a cheerful hearth 
There, undidurbed by folly, and apprized 
I low great the danger of didurbing her. 

To mufe in filence, or at lead confine 
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Till proftitution elbows us afide 

In all our crowded ftreets j and fenates feem 

/ 

Convened for purpofes of empire lefs. 

Than to releafe the adultrefs from her bond. 

The adultrefs! what a theme for angry verfe! 
"What provocation to the indignant heart. 

That feels for injured love ! but I difdain 
The naufeous talk to paint her as fhe is. 

Cruel, abandoned, glorying in her lhame! 

No:—let her pafs, and chariotted along 
In guilty fplendour fhake the public ways} 

The frequency of crimes has wafhed them white. 
And verfe of mine (hall never brand the wretch. 
Whom matrons now of character unfmirched. 

And chafte themfelves, are not alhamed to own. 
Virtue and vice had boundaries in old time 
Not to be pafled: and (he, that had renounced 
Her fex’s honour, was renounced herfelf 
By all that prized it 5 not for prudery s fake. 

But dignity’s, refentful of the wrong. 

’Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif, 
Defirous to return, and not received: 

But was an wholefome rigour in the maih. 

And taught the unblemilhed to preferve with care 
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That purity, whofe lofs was lofs of all. 

Men too were nice in honour in thofe days. 

And judged offenders well. Then he that (harped. 
And pocketted a prize by fraud obtained. 

Was marked and (hunned as odious. He that fold 
His country, or was flack when fhe required 
His every nerve in action and at firetch. 

Paid with the blood, that he had bafely fpared. 
The price of his default. But now—yes, now. 
We are become fo candid and fo fair. 

So liberal in conftrudtion, and fo rich 
In chriftian charity, (good-natured age!) 

That they are fafe, tinners of either fex, 
Tranfgrefs what laws they may. W^ell dreffed,well 
bred. 

Well equipaged, is ticket good enough 
To pafs us readily through every door. 

Hypocrify, deteft her as we may, 

{And no man’s hatred ever wronged her yet) 

May claim this merit ftill—that fhe admits 
The worth of what fhe mimics with fuch care. 
And thus gives virtue indirect applaufej 
But fhe has burnt her mafk not needed here. 
Where vice has fuch allowance, that her fhifts 
And fpecious femblances have loft their ule. 

G 2 



84 THE TASK. BOOK III. 

I was a ftricken deer, that left the herd 
Long fincej with many an arrow deep infixt 
My panting fide was charged, when I withdrew 
To feek a tranquil death in diftant lhades. 

There was I found by one, who had himfelf 
Been hurt by the archers. In his fide he bore. 
And in his hands and feet, the cruel fears. 

With gentle force foliciting the darts. 

He drew them forth, and healed, and bade me live. 
Since then, with few affociates, in remote 
And filent woods I wander, far from thofe 
My former partners of the peopled feene; 

With few affociates, and not withing more. 

Here much I ruminate, as much I may. 

With other view’s of men and manners now 
Than once, and others of a life to come. 

I fee that all are wanderers, gone aftray 
Each in his own delufionsj they are loft 
In chafe of fancied happinefs, ftill wooed 
And never won. Dream after dream enfuesj 
And ftill they dream that they lhall ftill fucceed, 
And ftill are difappointed. Rings the world 
With the vain ftir. I fum up half mankind. 
And add two thirds of the remaining half, 

And find the total of their hopes and fears 
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Dreams, empty dreams. The million flit as gay 
As if created only like the fly. 

That fpreads his motley wings in the eye of noon. 
To fport their feafon, and be feen no more. 

The reft are fober dreamers, grave and wife. 

Anti pregnant with difcoveries new and rare. 
Some write a narrative of wars, and feats 
Of heroes little known j and call the rant 
An hiftory: defcribe the man, of whom 
His own coevals took but little note. 

And paint his perfon, chara6ter, and views. 

As they had known him from his mother’s womb. 
They difentangle from the puzzled Ikein, 

In which obfcurity has wrapped them up. 

The threads of politic and fhrewd defign. 

That ran through all his purpofes, and charge 
His mind with meanings that he never had. 

Or having kept concealed. Some drill and bore 
The folid earth, and from the ftrata there 
Extraft a regifter, by which we learn. 

That he who made it, and revealed its date 
To Mofes, was miftaken 4n its age. 

Some, more acute, and more induftrious ftill. 
Contrive creation; travel nature up 
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To the (harp peak of her fublimeft height. 

And tell us whence the ftars; why fotne are fixed. 
And planetary fome} what gave them firft 
Rotation, from what fountain flowed their light. 
Great contelt follows, and much learned dull 
Involves the combatants; each claiming truth. 
And truth difclaiming both. And thus they fpend 
The little wick of life’s poor fhallow lamp 
In playing tricks with nature, giving laws 
To diftant worlds, and trifling in their own. 

Is’t not a pity now, that tickling rheums 
Should ever teafe the lungs, and blear the fight 
Of oracles like thefe? Great pity too, 

That having wielded the elements, and built 
A thoufand fyftems, each in his own way, 

They fhould go out in fume, and be forgot? 

Ah! what is life thus fpent ? and what are they 
But frantic, who thus fpend it? all for fmoke— 
Eternity for bubbles proves at la ft 
A fenfelefs bargain. When I fee fuch games 
Played by the creatures of a power, who fwears 
That he will judge the earth, and call the fool 
To a ftiarp reckoning, that has lived in vain; 
And when I weigh this feeming wifdom well. 
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And prove it in the infallible refult 
So hollow and fo falfe—I feel my heart 
Diffolve in pity, and account the learned. 

If this be learning, moft of all deceived. 

Great crimes alarm the confcience, but it fleeps. 
While thoughtful man is plaulibly amufed. 
Defend me therefore common fenfe, fay I, 

From reveries fo airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty wells. 

And growing old in drawing nothing up! 

’Twere well, fays one fage erudite, profound. 
Terribly arched and aquiline his nofe. 

And overbuilt with moft impending brows, 
’Twere well, could you permit the world to live 
As the world pleafes. What’s the world to you ? 
Much. I was born of woman, and drew milk 
As fweet as charity from human breafts. 

I think, articulate, I laugh and weep. 

And exercife all fundtions of a man. 

How then ihould I and any man that lives 
Be ftrangers to each other? Pierce my vein. 

Take of the crimfon ftream meandering there. 
And catechife it well; apply thy glafs. 
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Search it, and prove now if it be not blood * 
Congenial with thine own: and, if it be, ' 
What edge of fubtlety canft thou fuppofe 
Keen enough, wife and fkilful as thou art. 

To cut the link of brotherhood, by which 
One common Maker bound me to the kind ? 

True ; I am no proficient, I confefs. 

In arts like yours. I cannot call the fwift 
And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds. 
And bid them hide themfelves in earth beneath; 

I cannot analyfe the air, nor catch 
The parallax of yonder luminous point, 

That feems half quenched in the immenfe abyfs: 
Such powers I boaft not—neither can I reft 
A filent witnefs of the headlong rage. 

Or heedlefs folly, by which thoufands die. 

Bone of my bone, and kindred fouls to mine. 

God never meant that man ftiould fcale the heavens 
By ftrides of human wifdom. In his works. 
Though wondrous, he commands us in his word 
To feek him rather, where his mercy fhines. 

The mind indeed, enlightened from above. 

Views him in all; afcribes to the grand- caufe 
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The grand effedt; acknowledges with joy 
His manner, and with rapture taftes his ftyle. 

But never yet did philofophic tube. 

That brings the planets home into the eye 
Of obfervation, and ditcovers, elfe 
Not vifible, his family of worlds, 

Difcover him, that rules them ; fuch a veil 
Hangs over mortal eyes, blind from the birth. 

And dark in things divine. Full often toa 
Our wayward intellect, the more we learn 
Of nature, overlooks her author more; 

From inftrumental caufes proud to draw 
Conclufions retrograde, and mad miftake. 

But if his word once teach us, thoot a ray 
Through all the heart’s dark chambers, and reveal 
Truths undifcerned but by that holy light. 

Then all is plain. Philofophy, baptized 
In the pure fountain of eternal love. 

Has eyes indeed; and viewing all fhe fees 
As meant to indicate a God to man. 

Gives him his praife, and forfeits not her own. 
Learning has borne fuch fruit in other days 
On all her branches: piety has found 
Friends in the friends of fcience, and true prayer 
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Has flowed from lips wet with Cdftalian dows. 
Such was thy wifdom, Newton/ childlike Ifage f 
Sagacious reader of the'works of God* - - 

And in his word fagacious. Such too thine, 
Milton, whofe genius had angelic wings. 

And fed on manna ! And fuch thine, in whom 
Our Britifti Themis gloried w’ith juft caufe. 
Immortal Hale ! for deep difeernment praifed. 

And found integrity, not more tl— r - J 

For fan&itv of maimers nnde-filer 
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His glory, and his nature, to impart. 

But to the proud, uncandid, infincere, 

Or negligent, inquirer not a fpark. 

What’s that, which brings contempt upon a book 
And him who writes it, though the ftyle be neat, 
The method clear, and argument exad? 

That makes a minifter in holy things 
The joy of many, and the dread of more. 

His name a theme for praife and for reproach ?— 
That, while it gives us worth in God’s account. 
Depreciates and undoes us in our own ? 

What pearl is it that rich men cannot buy, 

That learning is too proud to gather upj 
But which the poor, and the defpifed of all. 

Seek and obtain, and often find unfought? 

Tell me—and I will tell thee what is truth. 

O friendly to the bed; purfuits of man. 
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace, 
Domeftic life in rural leifure paffed ! 

Few know thy value, and few talle thy fweetsi 
Though many boaft thy favours, and affed 
To underhand and choofe thee for their own. 
But foolifh man foregoes his proper blifs. 
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E’en as his firfi: progenitor, and quits. 

Though placed in paradife, (for earth has Rill 
Some traces of her youthful beauty left) 
Subftantial happinefs for tranfient joy. 

Scenes formed for contemplation, and to nur£e 
The growing feeds of wifdom; that fugged. 

By every pleating image they prefent. 

Reflections fuch as meliorate the heart, 

Compofe the pafiions, and exalt the mind* 

Scenes fuch as thefe ’tis his fupreme delight 
To fill with riot, and defile with blood. 

Should fome contagion, kind to the poor brutes 
We perfecute, annihilate the tribes. 

That draw the fportfman over hill and dale 
Fearlefs and rapt away from all his cares> 

Should never game-fowl hatch her eggs again. 
Nor baited hook deceive the fifh’s eye; 

Could pageantry and dance, and feaft and fong. 
Be quelled in all our fummer-months’ retreat; 
How many felf-deluded nymphs and fwains. 
Who dream they have a tafle for fields and groves. 
Would find them hideous nurferies of the fpleen. 
And crowd the roads, impatient for the town! 
They love the country, and none elfe, who feek 
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For their own fake its filence and its fliade. 
Delights which who would leave, that has a heart 
Sufceptible of pity, or a mind 
Cultured and capable of fober thought. 

For all the favage din of the fwift pack. 

And clamours of the field?—Detefted fport, 

That owes its pleafures to another’s pain; 

That feeds upon the fobs and dying fhrieks 
Of harmlefs nature, dumb, but yet endued 
With eloquence, that agonies infpire. 

Of filent tears and heart-diftending fighs? 

Vain tears, alas, and fighs, that never find 
A correfponding tone in jovial fouls! 

Well—one at leaft is fafe. One fheltered hare 
Has never heard the fanguinary yell 
Of cruel man, exulting in her woes. 

Innocent partner of my peaceful home. 

Whom ten long years’ experience of my care 
Has made at laft familiar; fhe has loft 
Much of her vigilant inftin&ive dread. 

Not needful here, beneath a roof like mine. 

Yes—thou mayeft eat thy bread, and lick the ham 
That feeds thee; thou mayeft frolic on the floor 
At evening, and at night retire fecure 
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To thy ftraw couch, and Humber unarmed; 

or I have gai^d thy confidence, have pledged 
All that ts human in me to protea 
Thine unfufpeaing gratitude and love. 

If I furvive thee I will dig thy grave; 

And, when I place thee in it, fighing fay, 

I knew at leaft one hare that had a friend * 


How various his employments, whom the world 
Calls idle; and who juftjy ; n return 

Efleems that bufy world an idler too. 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen. 
Delightful induttry enjoyed at home. 

And nature in her cultivated trim 
DrefTed to his tafte, inviting him abroad— 

Can he want occupation who has thefe? 

'VV ill he be idle who has much to enjoy? 

Me therefore ftudious of laborious eafe, 

I\ot flothful, happy to deceive the time, 

Not waile it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with ufe, 

"When He fhall call his debtors to account. 

From whom are all our bleffings; bufinefs finds 
E’en here: while fedulous I feek to improve, 

* See the note at the end of this volume. 
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At leaft negleft not, or leave unemployed,. 

The mind he gave me j driving it, though ftaek 
Too oft, and much impeded in its work 
By caufes not to be divulged in vain, , 

To its juft point—the fervice of mankind. 

He, that attends to his interior felf. 

That has a heart, and keeps it; has a mind 
That hungers, and fupplies it j and who feeks 
A focial, not a diffipated life. 

Has bufinefsj feels himfelf engaged to achieve 
No unimportant, though a filent, talk. 

A life all turbulence and noife may feem 
To him that leads it wife, and to be praifed; 

But wifdom is a pearl with moft fuccefs 
Sought in ftill water, and beneath clear Ikies. 

He that is ever occupied in ftorms. 

Or dives not for it, or brings up inftead. 

Vainly induftrious, a difgraceful prize. 

The morning finds the felf-fequeftered man 
Frelh for his talk, intend what talk he may. 
Whether inclement feafons recommend 
His warm but limple home, where he enjoys 
With her, who lhares his pleafures and his heart. 
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Sweet converfe, lipping calm the fragrant lymph. 
Which neatly Ihe prepares ; then to his book 
Well chofen, and not fullenly perufed 
In felfifh filence, but imparted oft, 

As aught occurs, that Ihe may fmile to hear. 

Or turn to nourilhment, digefted well. 

Or if the garden with its many cares. 

All well repaid, demand him, he attends 
The welcome call, confcious how much the hand 
Of lubbard labour needs his watchful eye. 

Oft loitering lazily, if not o’erfeen. 

Or mifapplying his unlkilful ftrength* 

Nor does he govern only or dire6t. 

But much performs himfelf. No works indeed. 
That afk robuft tough linews, bred to toil. 

Servile employ; but fuch as may amufe. 

Not tire, demanding rather flail than force. 

Proud of his well-fpread walls, he views his trees 
That meet (no barren interval between) 

With pleafure more than e’en their fruits afford. 
Which, fave himfelf who trains them, nonecan feel; 
Thefe therefore are his own peculiar charge; 

No meaner hand may difcipline the ihoots. 

None but his fteel approach them. What is weak. 
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Diftempered, or has loft prolific powers. 

Impaired by age, his unrelenting hand 
Dooms to the knife: nor does he fpare the foft 
And fucculent, that feeds its giant growth. 

But barren, at the expence of neighbouring twigs 

Lefs ofientatious, and yet ftudded thick 

With hopeful gems. The reft, no portion left 

That may difgrace his art, or difappoint 

Large expe6tation, he dilpofes neat 

At meafured diftances, that ail* and fun. 

Admitted freely may afford their aid. 

And ventilate and warm the fwelling buds. 

Hence fummer has her riches, autumn hence. 
And hence e’en winter fills his withered hand 
With blufhing fruits, and plenty not his own*. 
Fair recompenfe of labour well beftowed. 

And wife precaution} which a clime fo rude 
Makes needful ftill, whofe fpring is but the child 
Of churlifli winter, in her froward moods 
Difcovering much the temper of her fire. 

For oft, as if in her the ftream of mild 
Maternal nature had reverted its courfe, 

* Miraturque novos fruftus et non fua poma. Virg. 
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■She brings her infants forth with manyfruiles-j 
But once delivered kills them with a frown. 

He therefore timely warned bimielf Supplies 
Her want of care, foreening and keeping warm 
The plenteous bloom, that no rough blaft may fweep 
‘His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft 
As the fun peeps and vernal airs breathe mild. 
The fence withdrawn, he gives them every beam. 
And fpreads his hopes before the blase of day. 

To raife the prickly and green-coated gourd. 

So grateful to the palate, and when rare 
So coveted, elfe bafe and difefteemed— 

Food for the vulgar merely—is an art _ 

That toiling ages have but juft matured. 

And at this moment unaflayed in fong. 

Yet gnats have had, and frogs and mice, long ft nee. 
Their eulogy j thofe fang the Mantuan bard, 

And theie the Grecian, in ennobling drains j 
And in thy numbers, Phillips, fhines for aye 
The folitary (hilling. Pardon then. 

Ye fage difpenfers of poetic fame. 

The ambition of one meaner far, whofe powers. 
Prefuming an attempt not lefs fublime. 
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Pant for the praife of drefiing to the tafte 
Of cridc appetite, no fordid fare, 

A cucumber, while coftly yet and fcarce. 

The liable yields a flercoraceous heap. 
Impregnated with quick fermenting falts. 

And potent to refill the freezing blafl: 

For, ere the beech and elm have call their leaf 
Deciduous, when now November dark 
Checks vegetation in the torpid plant 
Expofed to his cold breath, the talk begins. 
Warily therefore and with prudent heed 
He feeks a favoured fpot; that where he builds 
The agglomerated pile his frame may front 
The fun’s meridian dilk, and at the back 
Enjoy clofe fhelter, wall, or reeds, or hedge 
Impervious io the wind. Firft he bids fpread 
Dry fern or littered hay, that may imbibe 
The afcending damps; then leifurely impofe. 
And lightly, fhaking it with agile hand 
From the full fork, the faturated flraw. 

What longed binds the clofefl forms fecure 
The ihapely fide, that as it rifes takes. 

By jull degrees, an overhanging breadth, 

II 2 
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Sheltering the bafe with its projected eaves; 

The uplifted frame, compact at every joint. 

And overlaid with clear tranllucent glafk, 1 
He fettles next upon the Hoping mount, 

Whofe lharp declivity fhoots off fecure 
Prom the dallied pane the deluge as it falls. 

He Ihuts it clofe, and the flrll labour ends. 

Thrice muft the voluble and reftlefs earth 
Spin round upon her axle, ere the warmth. 

Slow gathering in the midft,through the fquare mafs 
Diffufed, attain the furface: when, behold ! 

A pefiilent and moil corrofive ftream. 

Like a grofs fog Boeotian, riling fall. 

And fall condenfed upon the dewy falh, 

Aiks egrefs; which obtained, the overcharged 
And drenched confervatory breathes abroad. 

In volumes wheeling flow, the vapour dank; 

And purified rejoices to have loll 
Its foul inhabitant. But to affuage 
The impatient fervour, which it firll conceives 
Within its reeking bofom, threatening death 
To his young hopes, requires difcreet delay- 
Experience, flow preceptrefs, teaching oft 
The way to glory by mifcarriage foul. 
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Mull prompt him, and admonilh how to catch 
The aufpicious moment, when the tempered heat. 
Friendly to vital motion, may afford 
Soft fomentation, and invite the feed. 

The feed, fele&ed wifely, plump, and fmooth. 
And glofly, he commits to pots of tize 
Diminutive, well filled with well-prepared 
And fruitful foil, that has been treafured long. 
And drank no moifture from the dripping clouds: 
Thefe on the warm and genial earth, that hides 
The fmoking manure and o’erfpreads it all, 

He places lightly, and, as time fubdues 
The rage of fermentation, plunges deep 
In the foft medium, till they hand immerfed. 
Then rife the tender germs, upftarting quick, 

And fpreading wide their fpongy lobes y at firft 
Pale, wan, and livid j but affuming foon. 

If fanned by balmy and nutritious air, 

Strained through the friendly mats, a vivid green. 
Two leaves produced, two rough indented leaves, 
Cautious he pinches from the fecond ftalk 
A pimple, that portends a future fprout. 

And interdids its growth. Thence ftraightfucceed 
The branches, flurdy to his utmoft wifhj 
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Prolific afl, and harbingers of more. 

The crowded roots demand enlargement now. 
And tranfplantation in an ampler fpaee. 

Indulged in what they with, they foon fupply 
Large foliage, overthadowing golden flowers. 
Blown on the fummit of the apparent fruit. 

Thefe have their fexes! and, when furamer fhines. 
The bee tranfports the fertilizing meal 
From flower to flower, and e’en the breathing air 
Wafts the rich prize to its appointed rife. 

Not fo when winter fcowls. Affiftant art 
Then afts in nature’s office, brings to pafs 
The glad efpoufals, and enfures the crop. 

Grudge not ye rich, (fince luxury muft have 
His dainties, and the world’s more numerous half 
Lives by contriving delicates for you) 

Grudge not the coft. Ye little know the cares. 
The vigilance, the labour, and the {kill. 

That day and night are exercifed, and hang 
Upon the ticklilh balance of fufpenfe. 

That ye may garnifh your profule regales 
With fummer fruits brought forth by wintry fun 
Ten thoufand dangers lie in wait to thwart 
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The procefs. Heat and cold, and wind, and fleam, 
Moifture and drought, mice, worms, and fwarming 
flies. 

Minute as duft, and numberlefs, oft work 
Dire difappointment, that admits no cure, 

And which no care can obviate. It were long. 
Too long, to tell the expedients and the fliifts. 
Which he that fights a feafon fo fevere 
Devifes, while he guards his tender truftj 
And oft at laft in vain. The learned and wife 
Sarcaftic would exclaim, and judge the fong 
Cold as its theme, and like its theme the fruit 
Of too much labour, worthlefs when produced. 


Who loves a garden loves a green-houfe too. 
Unconfcious of a lefs propitious clime, 

There blooms exotic beauty, warm and fnug, 
While the winds whiffle and the fnows defcend. 
The fpiry myrtle with unwithering leaf 
Shines there, and flouriihes. The golden boa ft 
Of Portugal and weftern India there. 

The ruddier orange, and the paler lime^ 

Peep through their poliffled foliage at the ftorm, 
And feem to fmile at what they need not fear. 
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The amoraum there with intermingling flowers 
And cherries hangs her twigs. Geranium boafts 
Her crimfon honours, and the fpangled beau, 
Ficoides, glitters bright the winter long. 

All plants, of every leaf, that can endure 
The winter’s frown,if fcreened from his fhrewd bite 
Live there, and profper. Thofe Aufonia claims, 
Levantine regions thefe; the Azores fend 
Their jefiamine, her jeflamine remote . 

Caffraia: foreigners from many lands, 

They form one focial fliade, as if convened 
By magic fummons of the Orphean lyre. 

Yet juft arrangement, rarely brought to pafs 
But by a mafters hand, difpohng well 
The gay diverftties of leaf and flower, 

Muft lend its aid to illuftrate all their charms. 
And drels the regular yet various fcene. 

Plant behind plant afpiring, in the van 
The dwarfifli, in the rear retired, but ftill 
Sublime above the reft, the ftateher ftand. 

So once were ranged the fons of ancient Rome, 
A noble fhow ! while Rofcius trod the ftagej 
And fo, while Garrick, as renowned as he. 

The fons of Albion j fearing each to lofe 



book III. 


105 


the garden. 

Some note of Nature's mufic from his lips, 

And covetous of Shakefpeare's beauty, feen 
In every flaffi of his far-beaming eye. 

Nor tafte alone and well-contrived difplay 
Suffice to give the marffialled ranks the grace 
Of their complete effed. Much yet remains 
Unfung, and many cares are yet behind. 

And more laborious; cares on which depend 
Their vigour, injured foon, not foon reftored. 

The foil mud be renewed, which often waffied 
Lofes its treafure of falubrious falts, 

And difappoints the roots; the {lender roots 
Clofe interwoven, where they meet the vafe, 

Muft fmooth be ffiorn away; the faplefs branch 
Muft fly before the knife; the withered leaf 
Muft be detached, and where it ftrews the floor 
Swept with a woman’s neatnefs, breeding elfe 
Contagion, and difieminating death. 

Difcharge but thefe kind offices, (and who 
Would fpare, that loves them, offices like thefe?) 
Well they reward the toil. The fight is pleafed 
The fcent regaled, each odoriferous leaf. 

Each opening bloffom, freely breathes abroad 
Its gratitude, and thanks him with its fweets. 
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So manifold, all pleafing in their kind. 

All healthful, are the employs of rural life. 

Reiterated as the wheel of time 

Runs round; fiill ending, and beginning Rill. 

Nor are thefe all. To deck the fhapely knoll. 
That foftly fwelled and gaily dreffed appears 
A flowery ifland, from the dark green lawn 
Emerging, muft be deemed a labour due 
To no mean hand, and afks the touch of tafte. 
Here alfo grateful mixture of well-matched 
And forted hues (each giving each relief. 

And by contrafted beauty fhining more) 

Is needful. Strength may wield the ponderous fpade,. 
May turn the clod, and wheel the compoft home; 
But elegance, chief grace, the garden fhows. 

And moft attra£tive, is the fair refult 
Of thought, the creature of a polifhed mind. 
Without it all is gothic as the fcene. 

To which the infipid citizen reforts 

Near yonder heath; where induftry mifpent. 

But proud of his uncouth ill-chofen talk. 

Has made a heaven on earth; with funs and moons 
Of clofe-rammed ftones has charged the encum¬ 
bered foil. 
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And fairly laid the zodiac in the duft. 

He therefore, who would fee his flowers difpofed 
Sightly and in juft order, ere he gives 
The beds the trufted treafure of their feeds, 
Forecafts the future whole $ that when the lcene 
Shall break into its preconceived difplay, 

Each for itfelf, and all as with one voice 
Confpiring, may atteft his bright deflgn. 

Nor even then, difmifling as performed 
His pleafant work, may he fuppofe it done. 

Few felf-fupported flowers endure the wind 
Uninjured, but expert the upholding aid 
Of the fmooth-ftiaven prop, and neatly tied 
Are wedded thus, like beauty to old age 
For intereft fake, the living to the dead. 

Some clothe the foil that feeds them, far diftufed 
And lowly creeping, modeft and yet fair, 

Like virtue, thriving moft where little feen: 

Some more afpiring catch the neighbour ftirub 

f 

With clafping tendrils, and inveft his branch, 

Elfe unadorned, with many a gay feftoon 
And fragrant chaplet, recompenftng well 
The ftrength they borrow with the grace they lend 
All hate the rank fociety of weeds, 
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Noifome, and ever greedy to exhauft 
The impoverifhed earth ; an overbearing race, 
That, like the multitude made fa6tion-mad, 
Difturb good order, and degrade true worth. 

Oh bleft fecluflon from a jarring world. 

Which he, thus occupied, enjoys! Retreat 
Cannot indeed to guilty man reftore 
Loft innocence, or cancel follies paft; 

But it has peace, and much feeures the mind 
From all affaults of evil; proving frill 
A faithful barrier, not o’erleaped with eafe 
By vicious cuftom, raging uncontrolled 
Abroad, and defolating public life. 

When fierce temptation, feconded within 
By traitor appetite, and armed with darts 
Tempered in hell, invades the throbbing breaft. 
To combat may be glorious, and fuccefs 
Perhaps may crown us; but to fly is fafe. 

Had I the choice of fublunary good. 

What could I with, that I poflefs not here? 
Health, leifure, means to improve it, friendfhi] 
peace, 

No loofe or wanton, though a wandering, mufe, 
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And conftant occupation without care. 

Thus bleft I draw a pi£ture of that blifs, 

Hopelefs indeed that diflipated minds. 

And profligate abufers of a world 
Created fair fo much in vain for them. 

Should feek the guiltlefs joys, that I defcribe. 
Allured by my report: but fure no lefs, 

That felf-condemned they muft negle£t the prize. 
And what they will not tafte muft yet approve. 
What we admire we praifej and when we praife. 
Advance it into notice, that its worth 
Acknowledged, others may admire it too. 

I therefore recommend, though at the ritk 
Of popular diiguft, yet boldly ftill. 

The caufe of piety and facred truth. 

And virtue, and thofe fcenes, which God ordained 
Should beft fecure them and promote them moftj 
Scenes that I love, and with regret perceive 
Forfaken, or through folly not enjoyed. 

Pure is the nymph, though liberal of her fmiles. 
And chafte, though unconfined, whom I extol. 
Not as the prince in Shufhan, when he called. 
Vain-glorious of her charms, his Vafhti forth 
To grace the full pavilion. His defign 
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Was but to boaft his own peculiar good. 

Which all might view with envy, none partake. 
My charmer is not mine alone j my fweets. 

And Ihe, that fweetens all my bitters too. 

Nature, enchanting nature, in whole form 
And lineaments divine I trace a hand. 

That errs not, and find raptures ftill renewed. 

Is free to all men—univerfal prize. 

Strange that fo fair a creature lliould yet want 
Admirers, and be deftined to divide 
With meaner obje6ts e’en the few fhe finds! 
Stripped of her ornaments, her leaves and flowers. 
She lofes all her influence. Cities then 
Attra6t us, and negle&ed Nature pines 
Abandoned, as unworthy of our love. 

But are not wholefome airs, though unperfumed 
By rofesj and clear funs, though fcarcely felt} 
And groves, if unharmonious, yet fecure 
From clamour, and whofe very filence charms} 
To be preferred to fmoke, to the eclipfe. 

That Metropolitan volcanos make, 

Whofe Stygian throats breathe darknefs all day 
long} 

And to the ftir of commerce, driving flow. 
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And thundering loud,with his ten thcrufamd wheels ? 
They would be, were not madnefs in the head. 
And folly in the heart; were England now, 

'What England was, plain, hofpitable, kind. 

And undebauched. But we have bid farewell 
To all the virtues of thofe better days. 

And all their honeft pleafures. Mansions once 
Knew their own mailers; and laborious hinds. 
Who had furvived the father, ferved the fon. 

Now the legitimate and rightful lord 
Is but a tranlient gueft, newly arrived. 

And foon to be fupplanted. He that faw 
H is patrimonial timber caft its leaf. 

Sells the laft fcantling, and transfers the price 
To fome Ihrewd {harper, ere it buds again. 
Eftates are landscapes, gazed upon awhile. 

Then advertifed, and au6tioneered away. 

The country ftarves, and they, that feed the over¬ 
charged 

And furfeited lewd town with her fair dues. 

By a juft judgment {trip and ftarve themfelves. 
The wings, that waft our riches out of light, 
<?row on the gamefter’s elbows; and the alert 
And nimble motion of thofe reftlefs joints. 
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That never tire, foon fans them all away. 
Improvement too, the idol of the age. 

Is fed with many a vifitim. Lo, he comes!' 

The omnipotent magician. Brown, appears ! 
Down falls the venerable pile, the abode 
Of our forefathers—a grave whifkered race. 

But taftelefs. Springs a palace in its Bead, 

But in a diftant fpotj where more expofed 
It may enjoy the advantage of the north. 

And aguifh eaft, till time fhall have transformed 
Thofe naked acres to a flieltering grove. 

He fpeaks. The lake in front becomes a lawn} 
Woods vanifh, hills fubfide, and vallies rife} 

And Area ms, as if created for his ufe, 

Purfue the track of his dire6iing wand. 

Sinuous or ftraight, now rapid and now flow. 
Now murmuring foft, now roaring in cafcades— 
Ev’n as he bids ! The enraptured owner fmiles. 
’Tis finifhed, and yet, finithed as it feems. 

Still wants a grace, the lovelieft it could ftiow, 

A mine to fatisfy the enormous coft. 

Drained to the laft poor item of his wealth. 

He flghs, departs, and leaves the accomplifhed plan. 
That he has touched, retouched, many a long day 
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Laboured, and many a night purfued in dreams. 
Juft when it meets his hopes, and proves the heaven 
He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy! 

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come. 
When, having no flake left, no pledge to endear 
Her intereft, or that gives her facred caufe 
A moment’s operation on his love. 

He burns with moft intenfe and flagrant zeal 
To ferve his country. Minifterial grace 
Heals him out money from the public cheft; 

Or, if that mine be ftiut, fome private purfe 
Supplies his need with an ufurious loan. 

To be refunded duly, when his vote 
Well-managed lhall have earned its worthy price. 
Oh innocent, compared with arts like thefe. 
Crape, and cocked piftol, and the whittling ball 
Sent through the traveller’s temples! He, that finds 
One drop of heaven’s fweet mercy in hie cup,. 
Can dig, beg, rot, and perifti, well content. 

So he may wrap himfelf in honeft rags 
At his laft gafpj but could not for a world 
Fifti up his dirty and dependent bread 
From pools and ditches of the commonwealth. 
Sordid and fickening at his own fuccefs. 

VOL. II. I 
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Ambition, avarice, penury incurred . 

By endlefs riot, vanity, the luft 
Of plqgfure and variety, difpatcli. 

As duly as the fwallows difappear, 

The worldofwandering knightsandfquirestotown. 
London ingulphs them all ! The fhark is there. 
And the fliark’s prey ; the fpendthrift and theleech. 
That fucks him. There the fycophant, and he 
"Who, with bare-headed and obfequious bows. 
Begs a warm office, doomed to a cold jail 
And groat per diem, if his patron frown. 

The levee fwarms, as if in golden pomp 
Were charactered on every flatefman’s door, 

" Battered and bankrupt fortunes mended 

HERE.” 

Thefe are the charms, that fully and eclipfe 
The charms of nature. Tis the cruel gripe, 

That lean hard-handed poverty infli&s. 

The hope of better things, the chance to win. 

The with to thine, the third to be amufed. 

That at the found of winter’s hoai'y wing 
Unpeople all our counties of fuch herds 
Of fluttering, loitering, cringing, begging, loofe. 
And wanton vagrants, as make London, vaft 
And boundlefs as it is, a crowded coop. 
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Oh thou, refort and mart of all the earth. 
Chequered with all complexions of mankind. 

And fpotted with all crimes 3 in whom I fee 
Much that I love, and more that I admire. 

And all that I abhor 3 thou freckled fair. 

That pleafeft and yet fhockeft me, I can laugh 
And I can w r eep, can hope, and can defpond, 

Feel wrath and pity, when I think on thee! 

Ten righteous would have faved a city once, 

And thou haft many righteous.—Well for thee » 
That fait preferves thee 3 more corrupted elfe. 
And therefore more obnoxious, at this hour 
Than Sodom in her day had power to be, 

For whom God heard his Abraham plead in vain. 
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Hauk! tis the twanging horn o’er yonder bridge. 
That with its wearifome but needful length 
Beftridcs the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinkled face rcflc&ed bright; 

He comes, the herald of a noify world. 

With fpattered boots, trapped waift, and frozei 

locks j 

News from all nations lumbering at his back. 
True to his charge, the clofe-packed load behint 
Yet carelefs what he brings, his one concern 
Is to condua it to the deftined inn; 

And having dropped the expeded bag, pafs on, 
He whi (lies as be goes, light-hearted wretch. 
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Cold and yet cheerful- meffenger of grief 
Perhaps to thoufands, and of joy to fomej 
To him indifferent whether grief or joy, 

Houfes in afhes, and the fall of flocks. 

Births, deaths, and marriages, epiflles wet 
With tears, that trickled down the writer’s cheeks 
Taft as the periods from his fluent quill. 

Or charged with amorous lighs of abfent fwains. 

Or nymphs refponflve, equally affedl 

His horfe and him, unconfcious of them all. 

But oh the important budget! ufhered in 
With fuch heart-fhaking mufic, who can fay 
What are its tidings? have our troops awaked-? 
Or do they ffill, as if with opium drugged. 

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic w T ave ? 

Is India free ? and does fhe wear her plumed 
And'jewelled turban with a fmile of peace. 

Or do we grind her ftill? The grand debate. 

The popular harangue, the tart reply. 

The logic and the wifdom, and the wit. 

And the loud laugh—I long to know them all j 
I burn to fet the imprifoned wranglers free. 

And give them voice and utterance once again. 


.BOOK. TV. 


THE WINTER EVENING. 


121 


Now ftir the fire, and clofe the (hutters fa ft. 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the fofa round. 

And while the bubbling and loud hilling urn 
Throws up a fteamy column, and the cups. 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each. 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 

Not fuch his evening, who with Ihining face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and, fqueezed 

And bored with elbow-points throughboth his fides, 

Out-fcolds the ranting a6tor on the ftage : 

Nor his, who patient ftands till his feet throb. 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriots, burlfing with heroic rage. 

Or placemen, all tranquillity and fmiles. 

This folio of four pages, happy work! 

Which not e’vn critics criticife j that holds 
Inquifitive attention, while I read. 

Fall bound in chains of filence, which the fair. 
Though eloquent themfelves, yet fear to break; 
What is it, but a map of bufy life. 

Its fluctuations, and its vaft concerns? 

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge. 
That tempts ambition. On the fummit fee 
The feals of office glitter iu his eyes; 
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He climbs, he pants, he grafps them! A this heels, 
Clofe at his heels, a demagogue afcends. 

And with a dexterous jerk foon twills him down. 
And wins them, but to lofe them in his turn% 
Here rills of oily eloquence in foft 
Meanders lubricate the courfe they take; 

The modell fpeaker is alhained and grieved 
To engrofs a moment’s notice, and yet begs. 

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts. 
However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet balhfulnefs! it claims at leaft this praife; 
The dearth of information and good fenfe. 

That it foretells us always comes to pafs. 

Cataradts of declamation thunder here; 

There forefts of no meaning fpread the page. 

In which all comprehenlion wanders loft; 

While fields of pleafantry amufe us there 
With merry defcants on a nation’s woes. 

The reft appears a wildernefs of ftrange 
But gay confufion; rofes for the cheeks. 

And lilies for the brows of faded age. 

Teeth for the toothlefs, ringlets for the bald. 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, plundered of their fweets, 
Ne&areous efiences, Olympian dews. 
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Sermons, and city feafts, and favourite airs, 
.^Ethereal journies, fubmarine exploits. 

And Katterfelto, with his hair on end 

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 

’Tis pleafant through the loop-holes of retreat 
To peep at fuch a world 5 to fee the ftir 
Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd; 

To hear the roar the fends through all her gates 
At a fafe diftance, where the dying found 
Falls a foft murmur on the uninjured ear. 

Thus fitting,-and furveying thus at eafe 
The globe and its concerns, I feem advanced 
To fome fecure and more than mortal height. 
That liberates and exempts me from them all. 
It turns fubmitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generations; I behold 
The tumult, and am dill. The found of war 
Has loft its terrors ere it reaches me; 

Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the prid 
And avarice, that make man a wolf to man; 
Heai the faint echo of thofe brazen throats. 

By which he fpeaks the language of his heart. 
And figh, but never tremble at the found. 
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He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flower to flower, fo he from land to land ; 
The manners, cufloms, policy, of all 
Pay contribution to the ftore he gleans; 

He fucks intelligence in every clime. 

And fpreads the honey of his deep refearch 
At his return—a rich repafl for me. 

He travels, and I too. I tread his deck, 

Afcend his topmafl, through his peering eyes 
Difcover countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his woes, and {hare in his efcapes; 

While fancy, like the finger of a clock. 

Runs the great circuit, and is ftill at home. 

Oh Winter, ruler of the inverted year. 

Thy fcattered hair with fleet like a flies filled, 

Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Frimred with a beard made white with other fhows 
Than thole of age, thy forehead wrapt in clouds, 
A leaflets branch thy feeptre, and thy throne 
A Hiding car, indebted to no wheels, 

Rut urged by itorrns along its flippery way, 

I love thee, all unlovely as thou feemeft, 

And dreaded as thou art! Thou holdeft the Am 
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A prifoner in the yet undawning eaft. 

Shortening his journey between morn and noon. 
And hurrying him, impatient of his flay, 

Down to the rofy weft; but kindly ftill 
Compenfating his lofs with added hours 
Of focial converfe and inftrudtive eafe. 

And gathering, at fhort notice, in one group 
The family difperfed, and fixing thought, 

Not lefs difperfed by day-light and its cares. 

X crown thee king of intimate delights, 

Fire-fide enjoyments, home-bofti happinefs. 

And all the comforts, that the lowly roof 
Of undiftuibed retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening, know. 

No rattling wheels flop fhort before thefe gates; 
No powdered pert proficient in the art 
Of founding an alarm aflaults thefe doors 
Till the ftreet rings; no ftationary fteeds 
Cough their own knell, while, heedlels of the founds 
The filent circle fan themfelves, and quake: 

But here the needle plies its bufy talk. 

The pattern grows, the well-depi£ted flower. 
Wrought patiently into the fnowy lawn. 

Unfolds its bofom; buds, and leaves, and fprigs. 
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And curling tendrils, gracefully difpofed, 

Follow the nimble finger of the fair j 
A wreath, that cannot fade, or flowers, that blow 
With mod fuccefs when all befides decay. 

The poet’s or hiflorian’s page by one 
Made vocal for the amufement of the reft; 

The fprightlv lyre, whofe treafure of fweet founds 
The touch from many a trembling chord {hakes 
out; 

And the clear voice fymphonious, yet diftinft, 
And in the charming ftrife triumphant ftill; 
Beguile the night, and fet a keener edge 
On female induftry: the threaded fteel 
Flies fwiftly, and unfelt the talk proceeds. 

The volume clofed, the cuftomary rites 
Of the laft meal commence. A Roman meal; 
Such as the miftrefs of the woild once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note. 

Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors. 
And under an old oak s domeltic fhade, 

Enjoyed, fpare fcaft! a radifli and an egg. 
Difcourfe enfues, not trivial, yet not dull, 

Nor inch as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy, or profciibes the found of mirth . 
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Nor do we madly, like an impious world. 

Who deem religion frenzy, and the God, 

That made them, an intruder on their joys, 

Start at his awful name, or deem his praife 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone, 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love, 

While we retrace with memory’s pointing wand 
That calls the pad to our exact review. 

The dangers we have Tcaped, the broken fnare, 
r Ihe difappointed foe, deliverance found 
Unlooked for, life preferved and peace reflored, 
Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 

Oh evenings worthy of the gods! exclaimed 
The Sabine bard. Oh evenings, I reply, 

More to be prized and coveted than yours 
As more illumined, and with nobler truths, 

T hat I, and mine, and thole we love, enjoy, 

h winter hideous in a garb like this? 

Needs he the tragic fur, the fmoke of lamps, 

T-he pent-up bieath of an unfavoury thron°‘, 
lo thaw him into feeling; or the fmart 
And fnappifli dialogue, that flippant wits 

Call comedy, to prompt him with a fmile? 

l 
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The felf-complacent adtor, when he views 
(Stealing a fide-long glance at a full houfe) 

The Hope of faces, from the floor to the roof, 

(As if one mafter-fpring controuled them all) 
Relaxed into an univerfal grin, 

Sees not a countenance there, that fpeaks of joy 
Half fo refined or fo fincere as our’s. 

Cards were fuperfluous here, with all the tricks,. 
That idlenefs has ever yet contrived 
To fill the void of an unfurnifhed brain. 

To palliate dulnefs, and give time a fhove. 

Time, as he paffes us, has a dove’s wing, 

Unfoiled, and fwift, and of a filken found; 

Rut the world’s time is time in mafquerade! 
Their’s, fhould I paint him, has his pinions fledged 
With motley plumes; and,where the peacock fliows 
His azure eyes, is tin&ured black and red 
With fpots quadrangular of diamond form, 
Enfanguined hearts, clubs typical of flrife. 

And fpades, the emblem of untimely graves. 
What fhould be, and what was an hour-glafs once. 
Becomes a dice-box, anci a billiard matt 
Well does the work of his deftrudtive fcvthe. 
Thus decked,he charms a world whom i a ihion blinds 
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To his true worth, moft pleafed when idle moft; 
Whofe only happy are their wafted hours. 

Fen mitfes, at whofe age their mothers^wore 
The back-ftring and the bib, alfume the diefs 
Of womanhood, fit pupils in the fchool 
Of card-devoted time, and night by night 
Placed at fome vacant corner of the boaid. 

Learn every trick, and foon play all the game. 

But truce with cenfure. Roving as I rove, 
Where fhall I find an end, or how proceed ? 

As he that travels far oft turns afide 
To view fome rugged rock or mouldering tower, 
Which feen delights him not; then coming home 
Defcribes and prints it, that the world may know 
How far he went for what was nothing worth; 
So I, with brufh in hand and pallet fpread, 

With colours mixed for a far different ufe. 

Paint cards and dolls, and every idle thing, 

That fancy finds in her excurfive flights. 

Come Evening, once again, featon of peace; 
Return fweet Evening, and continue long ! 
Methinks I fee thee in the ftreaky weft. 

With matron-ftep flow-moving, while the night 
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Treads on thy fweeping train ; one hand employed 
In letting fall the curtain of repofe 
On bird and beaft, the other charged for man 
With fweet oblivion of the cares of day: 

Not fumptuoufly adorned, nor needing aid, 

Tike homely-featured night, of cluttering gems; 

A ftar or two, juft twinkling on thy brow. 
Suffices thee; fave that the moon is thine 
No lefs than her’s, not worn indeed on hio-fi 

(3 

With oftentatious pageanty, but fet 
With modeft grandeur in thy purple zone, 
Refplendent lefs, but of an ampler round. 

Come then, and thou flialt find thy votary calm. 
Or make me fo. Compofure is thy gift: 

And, whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To books, to mufic, or the poet’s toil; 

To weaving nets for bird-alluring fruit; 

Or twining filken threads round ivory reels. 

When they command whom man was born topleafe; 

I flight thee not, but make thee welcome ftill. 

Juft when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze 
With lights, by clear reflexion multiplied 
From many a mirror, in which he of Gath, 
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Goliah, might have feen his giant bulk 
Whole without hooping, towering creft and all. 
My pleafures too begin. But me perhaps 
The glowing hearth may fatisfy awhile 
With faint illumination, that uplifts 
The fliadows to the ceiling, there by fits 
Dancing uncouthly to the quivering flame. 

Not undelightful is an hour to me 
So fpent in parlour twilight: fuch a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking mind, 

T he mind contemplative, with fome new theme 
Pregnant, or indifpofed alike to all. 

Laugh ye, who boaft your more mercurial powei 
That never feel a flupor, know no paufe, 

Nor need one; I am confcious, and confets 
Fearlefs a foul, that does not always think. 

Me oft has fancy ludicrous and wild 
Soothed with a waking dream of houfes, tower- 
Trees, churches, and flrange vifages, expreffed 
In the red cinders, while with poring eye 
I gazed, myfelf creating what I law. 

Nor lefs amufed have I quiefeent watched 
The footy films, that play upon the bars 
Pendulous, and foreboding in the view 

K 2 
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Of fuperftition, prophefying ftill. 

Though ftill deceived,fomeftranger's near approach. 
’Tis thus the undemanding takes repofe 
In indolent vacuity of thought, 

And ileeps and is refrefhed. Meanwhile the face 

Conceals the mood lethargic with a maik 

Of deep deliberation, as the man 

Were talked to his full ftrength, abforbed and loft. 

Thus oft, reclined at eale, I lofe an hour 

At evening, till at length the freezing blaft. 

That fweeps the bolted fliutter, fummons home 
The recolledted powers; and fnapping fliort 
The glaffy threads, with which the fancy weaves 
Her brittle toils, reftores me to myfelf. 

How calm is my recefs; and how the froft, 
Raging abroad, and the rough wind endear 
The ftlence and the warmth enjoyed within ! 

I law the woods and fields at clofe of day 
A variegated lliowj the meadows green. 

Though faded; and the lands, where lately waved 
The golden harveft, of a mellow brown, 
Upturned lo lately by the forceful fhaie. 

I faw far off the weedy fallows fmile 
With verdure not unprofitable, grazed 
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By flocks, faft feeding, and fele&ing each 

His favourite herb; while all the leaflet groves. 

That tkirt the horizon, wore a fable hue. 

Scarce noticed in the kindred dutk of eve. t 
To-morrow brings a change, a total change! 
Which even now, though lilently performed. 

And flowly, and by moft unfelt, the face 
Of univerfal nature undergoes. 

Faft falls a fleecy fliower: the downy flake® 
Defcending, and with never-ceafing lapfe. 

Softly alighting upon all below, 

Aflimilate all obje6ts. Earth receives 
Gladly the thickening mantle; and the green 
And tender blade, that feared the chilling blaft, 
Efcapes unhurt beneath fo warm a veil. 

In fuch a world, fo thorny, and where none 
Finds happinefs unblighted ; or, if found 
Without fome thiftly forrow at its fide; 

It feems the part of wifdom, and no fin 
Againft the law of love, to meafure lots 
With lefs diftinguithed than ourfelves; that thus 
We may with patience bear our moderate ills. 
And fympathife with others, fuffering more. 
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Ill fares the traveller now, and he that ftalks 
In ponderous boots befide his reeking teem. 

The wain goes heavily, impeded fore 
By congregated loads adhering clofe 
To the clogged wheels j and in itsfluggilh pace 
Noifelefs appears a moving hill of fnow. 

The toiling fteeds expand the noflril wide. 

While every breath, by refpiration ftrong 
Forced downward, is confolidated foon 
Upon their jutting chefts. He, formed to bear 
The pelting brunt of the tempeftuous night. 

With half-thuteyes, and puckered cheeks, and teeth 
Prefented bare againft the ftorm, plods on. 

One hand fecures his hat, fave when with both 
He br^ndifhes his pliant length of whip, 
Refounding oft, and never heard in vain. 

Oh happy j and in my account denied 
That fen Ability of pain, with which 
Refinement is endued, thrice happy thou! 

Thy frame, robuft and hardy, feels indeed 
The piercing cold, but feels it unimpaired. 

The learned finger never need explore 

Thy vigorous pulfe; and the unhealthful raft. 

That breathes the fpleen, and fearches every bone 
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Of the infirm, is wholefome air to thee. . 

Thy days roll on exempt from houfehold care;. 
Thy waggon is thy wife; and the poor beads. 
That drag the dull companion to and fro. 

Thine helplefs charge, dependent on thy care. 

Ah treat them kindly! rude as thou appeared, 

Yet fhow that thou haft mercy! which the great;. 
With needlefs hurry whirled from place to place,. 
Humane as they would l'eem, not alvvays fhow. 

/ 

Poor, yet induftrious, modeft, quiert, neat, 

Such claim compafiion in a night like this. 

And have a friend in every feeling heart. 

Warmed, while it lafts, by labour, all day long 
They brave the feafon, and yet find at eve. 

Ill clad and fed but fparely, time to cool. 

The frugal houfewife trembles when fhe lights ^ 
Her fcanty ftock of brufh-wood* blazing cleat. 
But dying foon, like all terreftrial joys. 

The few fmall embers left fhe nurfes well; 

And, while her infatit race, with outfpread hands 
And crowded knees, fit cowering o’er the fparks } 
Retires, content to quake, fo (hey be warmed. 
The man feels leaft, as more inured than fhe 
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To winter, and the current in his veins 
More brifkly moved by his feverer toil $. 

Yet he too finds his own diftrefs in their’s. 

The taper foon extinguifhed, which I faw 
Dangled along at the cold finger’s end 
Juft when the day declined, and the brown loaf 
Lodged on the ihelf, half-eaten without fauce 
Of favory cheefe, or butter, coftlier fiill; 

Sleep feems their only refuge: for alas. 

Where penury is felt the thought is chained. 

And fweet colloquial pleafures are but few ! 

With all this thrift they thrive not. All the care,. 
Ingenious parfimony takes, but juft 
Saves the fmall inventory, bed, and ftool. 

Skillet, and old carved cheft, from public fale. 
They live, and live without extorted alms 
From grudging hands; but other boaft have none- 
To footh their lioneft pride, that fcorns to beg. 
Nor comfort elfe, but in their mutual love. 

I praife you much, ye meek and patient pair. 

For ye are worthy; choofing rather far 
A dry but independent cruft, hard earned. 

And eaten with a figh, than to endure 
The rugged frowns and infolent rebuffs 
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Of knaves in office, partial in the woi k. 

Of diftribution ; liberal of their aid 
To clamorous importunity in rags. 

But oft-times deaf to fuppliants, who would bluih 
To wear a tattered garb however coarfe. 

Whom famine cannot reconcile to filths 
Thefe afk with painful fhynefs, and, refufed 
Becaufe deferving, filently retire! 

But be ye of good courage! Time itfelf 
Shall much befriend you. Time fhall give increafe; 
And all your numerous progeny, well-trained 
But helplefs, in few years fhall find their hands. 
And labour too. Meanwhile ye fhall not want 
What, confcious of your virtues, we can fpare. 
Nor what a wealthier than ourfelves may fend. 

I mean the man, who, when the diftant poor 
Need help, denies them nothing but his name. 

But poverty with moft, who whimper forth 
Their long complaints, is felf-in flitted woe; 

The eflfett of lazinefs or fottifh wafle, 

Now goes the nightly thief prowling abroad 
For plunder; much felicitous how bed; 

He may compenfate for a day of floth 
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By works of darknefs and nocturnal wrong. 

Woe to the gardener s pale, the farmer’s hedge, 
Flaftied neatly, and fecured with driven flakes 4 
Deep in the loamy bank* Uptorn by ftrength,. 
Refiftlefs in fo bad a caufe, but lame 
To better deeds, he bundles up the fpoil. 

An afs’s burden, and, when laden moft 
And heavieft, light of foot fleals fafl: away. 

Nor does the boarded hovel better guard 
The well-ftacked pile of riven logs and roots 
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 
Unwrenched the door, howeyer well fecured. 
Where Chanticleer amidft his haram fleeps 
In unfufpe< 5 ting pomp. Twitched from the perch,- 
He gives the princely bird, with all his wives. 

To his voracious bag, flruggling in vain, 

And loudly wondering at the fudden change. 

Nor this to feed his own. ’Twere fome excufe. 
Did pity of their bufferings warp afide 
His principle, and tempt him into fin 
For their fupport, fo deftitute. But they 
Negledled pine at home; themfelves, as more 
Expofed than others, with lefs fcruple made 
His victims, robbed of their defencelefs all. 
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Of 1 ruinous ebriefy, that prompts 
His every aftion, arid irribrutes the toati. 

Oh for a law to noofe the villain s neck. 

Who flarves his own; who perfecutes the blood 
He gave them in his childrens veins, and hates 
And wrongs the woman; he has fworii to love! 

Pafs where we may, through city or through town. 
Village, or hamlet, of this merry land. 

Though leaiv and beggared, every twentieth pace 
Conducts the unguarded nofe to fuch a whiff 
Of ft ale debauch, forth-iffuing from the ftyes. 
That law has licenced, as makes temperance reel. 
There fit, involved' and loft in curling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and gulling deep, the boor. 
The lackey, and the groom: the craftfman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil; 

Smith, cobbler, joiner, he that plies the {hears. 
And he that kneads the dough; all loud alike. 
All learned, and all drunk 1 The fiddle fcreams 
Plaintive and piteous, as it wept and wailed 
Its wafted tones and harmony unheard : 

Fierce the difpute whate’er the theme; while {he 
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Fell difcord, arbitrefs of fuch debate. 

Perched on the fign-poft, holds with even bandr 
Her undecilive fcales. In this Ihe lays 
A weight of ignorance; in that, of pride; 

And finiles delighted with the eternal poife. 

Dire is the frequent curfe, and its twin found 
The cheek-diftending oath, not to be praifed- 
As ornamental, mufical, polite. 

Like thofe, which modern fenators employ, 
Whofe oath is rhetoric, and who fwear for fame ! 
Behold the fchools, in which plebeian minds 
Once limple are initiated in arts. 

Which feme may pra£tife with politer grace. 

But none with readier lkill!—’tis here they learn 
The road, that leads from competence and peace 
To indigence and rapine; till at lafl 
Society, grown weary of the load. 

Shakes her incumbered lap, and calls them out. 
But cenfure profits little: vain the attempt " 
To advertife in verfe a public pell. 

That like the filth, with which the peafant feeds 
His hungry acres, ftinks, and is of ufe. 

The excife is fattened with the rich refult 
Of all this riot ; and ten thoufand calks. 
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For ever dribbling out their bafe contents. 
Touched by the Midas finger of the ftate. 

Bleed gold for miniflers to fport away. 

Drink, and be mad then j ’tis your country bidsl 
Glorioufly drunk obey the important call 1 
Her caufe demands the afli fiance of your throats 
Ye all can fwallow, and £he aiks no move. 

'Would I bad fallen upon thofe happier days. 
That poets celebrate j thofe golden times. 

And thofe Arcadian fcenes, that Maro fings. 

And Sidney, warbler of poetic profe. 

Nymphs were Dianas then, and fwains had hearts. 
That felt their virtues: innocence, it feems. 

From courts difmiffed, found thelter in the groves; 
Ihe footfieps of fimplicity, impreffed 
Upon the yielding herbage, (fo they fing) 

Then were not all effaced: therj fpeech profane. 
And manners profligate, were rarely found; 
Obferved as prodigies, and foon reclaimed. 

Vain with! thofe days were never: airy dreams 
Sat for the piaure: and the poet’s hand. 
Imparting fubftance to an empty fhade, 

Impofed a gay delirium for a truth. 
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' Grant it: I ftilfmufi: envy them 
That favoured fuefi a dream; ifi days like 7 
Impofiible, when virtue is fg fcayce. 

That to fuppglh a fgepe where the prefides. 

Is tramontane, apd ftumhles all belief. 

No: we are poljOied now. The rural lafs, . 
A/Fhom once her virgin tpodefty and grace, 

^Hcr artlefs manners, and her neat attire. 

So dignified, that the was hardly lefs 
Than the fair fhepherdefs of old romance, 

■ Is feen no more. The character is loft! 

Her head, adorned with lappets pinned aloft. 

And ribbands ftreaming gay, fuperbly raifed. 

And magnified beyond all human fixe. 

Indebted to fome fmart wig-weaver’s hand 
For more than half the trefles it fuftains; 

Her elbows ruffled, and her tottering form 

Ill propped upon French heels ; {he might be deemed 

(But that the bafket dangling on her arm 

Interprets her more truly) of a rank 

Too proud for dairy work, or fale of egg§. 

Expert her foon with foot-boy at her heels. 

No longer blufhing for her awkward load. 

Her train and her umbrella all her care! 
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The town has tinged the country; and the ftain 
Appears a fpot upon a veftal’s robe. 

The worfe for what it foils. The fafhion runs 
Down into fcenes dill rural; but alas. 

Scenes rarely graced with rural manners now! 
Time was when in the padoral retreat 
The unguarded door was fafe; men did not watch 
To invade another’s right, or guard their own. 
Then fleep was undiflurbed by fear, unfcared 
By drunken howlings; and the chilling tale 
Of midnight murder was a wonder heard 
With doubtful credit, told to frighten babes. 

But farewell now to unfufpicious nights. 

And (lumbers unalarmed! Now, ere you deep. 
See that your polidied arms be primed with care. 
And drop the night-bolt;—ruffians are abroad; 
And the fird larum of the cocks fhrill throat 
May prove a trumpet, fummoning your ear 
To horrid founds of hoftile feet within. 

Ev’n daylight has its dangers; and the walk 
Through pathlefs wades and woods, unconfcious 
once 

Of other tenants than melodious birds. 

Or harmlefs docks, is hazardous and bold. 
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Lamented change ! to which full many a caufe 
Inveterate, hopelefs of a cure, confpires. 

The courfe of human things from good to ill, 
From ill to worfe, is fatal, never fails. 

Increafe of power begets increafe of wealthy 
Wealth luxury, and luxury excefs; 

Excefs, the fcrofulous and itchy plague, 

That feizes firft the opulent, defcends 
To the next rank contagious, and in time 
Taints downward all the graduated fcale 
Of order, from the chariot to the plough. 

The rich, and they, that have an arm to check 
The licence of the lowed in degree, 

Defert their office; and themfelves, intent 
On pleafure, haunt the capital, and thus 
To all the violence of lawlefs hands 
Redgn the fcenes, their prefence might protea. 
Authority herfelf not feldorn deeps, 

Though refident, and witnefs of the wrong. 

The plump convivial parfon often bears 
The magifterial fword in vain, and lays 
His reverence and his worffiip both to red 
On the fame cufhion of habitual Roth. 

Perhaps timidity redrains his arm; 
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When he ihould ftrike he trembles, and fets free, 
Himfelf enflaved by terror of the band, . 
The audacious convidt, whom he dares not bin 
Perhaps, though by profeifton ghoftly pure, 

Pie too may have his vice, and fometimes prove 
Lefs dainty than becomes his grave outfide 
In lucrative concerns. Examine well 
His milk-white hand-; the palm is hardly clean- 
But here and there an ugly fmutch appears. 

Foh! ’twas a bribe that left it: he has touched 

Corruption. Whofo Peeks an audit here 
Propitious, pays his tribute, game or hfh, 

Wild fowl or venifon j and his errand fpeeds. 

But fader far, and more than all the reft, 

A noble caufe, which none, who bears a fpark 
Of public virtue, ever withed removed, 

Works the deplored and mifchievous effedt. 

’Tis univerfal foldierftiip has ftabbed 
The heart of merit in the meaner clafs. 

Arms, through the vanity and brainlefs rage 
Of thofe that bear them, in whatever caufe, 
Seem moft at variance with all moral good. 

And iincompatible with ferious thought. 
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The clown, the child of nature, without guile, 
Bleft with an infant’s ignorance of all 
But his own Ample pleafures; now and then 
A wreftling match, a foot-race, or a fail; 

Is hallotted, and trembles at the news. 

Sheepilh he doffs his hat, and mumbling fwears 
A bible-oath to be whate'er they pleafe, 

To do he knows not what. The talk performed. 
That inftant he becomes the ferjeant’s care. 

His pupil, and his torment, and his jeft. 

His awkward gait, his introverted toes, 

Bent knees, round fhoulders, and dejedted looks, 
Procure him many a curfe. By flow degrees. 
Unapt to learn, and formed of ftubborn fluff, 

He yet by flow degrees puts oft lnmfelf. 

Grows confcious of a change, and likes it well: 
He ftands erect; his flouch becomes a walk; 

He flops right onward, martial in his air, 

His form, and movement; is as fmart above 
As meal and larded locks can make him; wears 
Plis hat, or his plumed helmet, with a grace; 
And, his three years of herofliip expired. 
Returns indignant to the flighted plough. 

He hates the field, in which no life or drum 
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Attends him; drives his cattle to a march; 

And fighs for the fmart comrades he has left. 
Twere well if his exterior change were all- 
But with his clumfy port the wretch has loft 
His ignorance and harmlefs manners too. 

To fwear, to game, to drink; to (how at home 
By lewdnefs, idlenefs, and fabbath-breach. 

The great proficiency he made abroad; 

To aftonifh and to grieve his gazing friends; 

To break fome maiden’s and bis mother's heart; 
To be a peft where he was ufeful once; 

Are his foie aim, and all his glory, now. 

Man in fociety is like a flower 
Blown in its native bed: ’tis there alone 
His faculties, expanded in full bloom, 

Shine, out; there only reach their proper life. 
But man, aflociated and leagued with man 
By regal warrant, or felf-joined by bond 
For intereft-fake, or fwarming into clans 
Beneath one head for purpofes of war, 

Like flowers fele&ed from the reft, and boun 
And bundled clofe to fill fome crowded vafe 
Fades rapidly, and by comprefiion marred 

L 2 
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Contracts defilement not to be endured. 

Hence chartered boroughs are luch public plagues 
And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 
In all their private fundtions, once combined, 
Become a loathfome body, only fit 
For diffolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of fin 
vAgainft the charities of domeftic lite. 
Incorporated teem at once to lofe 
Their nature; and difelaiming all regard 
For mercy and the common rights of man, 

Build factories with blood, conducing trade 
At the ]'word’s point, and dyeing the white robe 
Of innocent commercial jufiice red. 

Hence too the field of glory, as the world 
Mi fid eems it, dazzled by its bright ariav, 

"With all its majefty of thundering pomp, 
Knchanting mufie and immortal wreaths, 

], but a fehool, where thoughtlelfnefs is taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, gallantry for every vice. 

But flighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandoned, and, which fiill 1 more regret, 
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Infeaed with the manners and the modes, 

I, knew not once, the country wins me ft • 

I never framed a with, or formed a plan 
That flattered me with ho ^,° ftray ’ e d 

But there I laid the feene. There ea y y 

My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 
Had found me, or the hope of being free. 

My very dreams were rural t rural too 
The firft-born efforts of my youthful mufe. 
Sportive and jingling her poetic bells. 

Ere yet her ear was miftrefs of their powers. 

N„ bard could pleafe me but whofelyre was tuned 
To Nature's praifes. Heroes and their feats 
Fatigued me, never weary of the pipe 
Of Tityrus, affembling, as he fang, 

The ruftic throng beneath his favourite beech. 
Then Milton had indeed a poet's charms: 

New to my tafte his Paradife furpaffed 
The ftruggling efforts of my boyilh tongue 
To fpeak its excellence. I danced for joy. 

1 marvelled much that, at fo ripe an age 
As twice feven years, his beauties had then fjrft 
Engaged my wonder; and admiring ftill. 

And ftill admiring, with regret fuppofed 
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The joy half loft becaufe not fooner found. 

There too enamoured of the life I loved. 

Pathetic in its praife, in its purfuit 
Determined, and pofiefling it at laft 
With tranfports, fuch as favoured lovers feel, 

I ftudied, prized, and wifhed that I had known. 
Ingenious Cowley! and, though now reclaimed 
By modern lights from an erroneous tafte, 

I cannot but lament thy fplendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the fchools. 

I ftill revere thee, courtly though retired; 

Though ftretched at eafe in Chertfey’s filent bowers. 
Not unemployed; and finding rich amends 
For a loft world in folitude and verfe. 

’Tis born with all: the love of Nature’s works 
Is an ingredient in the compound man, 

Infufed at the creation of the kind. 

And, though the Almighty Maker has throughout 
Difcriminated each from each, by ftrokes 
And touches of his hand, with fo much art 
Diverfified, that two were never found 
Twins at all points—yet this obtains in all, 

That all difcern a beauty in his works. 

And all can tafte them: minds, that have been formed 
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And tutored with a relift more exaft. 

But none without feme relift, none unmoved. 

It is a flame, that dies not even there. 

Where nothing feeds it: neither buftnefs, crowds, 


* » U'-'E W *- 

Nor habits of luxurious city-life, 
Whatever elfe they lmother of true 


f Y\ 


In human bofoms; quench it or abate. . 

The villas, with which London ftands begirt, 
Like a fwarth Indian with his belt of beads. 
Prove it. A breath of unadulterate air, 

The glimpfe of a green pafture, how they cheer 
The citizen, and brace his languid frame! 


Ev'n in the ftifling bofom of the town 
A garden, in which nothing thrives, has charms, 
That footh the rich poffeffor; much confoled,. 
That here and there fome fprigs of mournful min 
Of nightftade, or valerian, grace the well 
He cultivates. Thefe ferve him with a hint 
That nature lives; that fight-refrefting green 
Is ftill the livery the delights to wear, 

Though fickly famples of the exuberant whole 
What are the cafements lined with creeping her 
The prouder lathes fronted with a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed, 
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The Frenchman's * darling ? are they not all proofs 
That man, immured in cities, dill retains- 
His inborn inextinguifliable third: 

Of rural fcenes, compenfating his lofs 
By fupplemental fhifts, the bed he may ? 

The mod unfurnifhed with the means of life. 

And they, that never pais their brick-wall bounds 
To range the fields and treat their lungs with air. 
Yet feel the burning indinft: over-head 
Sufpend their crazy boxes, planted thick. 

And watered duly. There the pitcher dands 
A fragment, and the fpoutlefs tea-pot there*. 

Sad witnefies how clofe-pent man regrets' 

The country, with what ardour he contrives 
A peep at nature, when he can no more. 

Hail, therefore, patronels of health and eafc, 
And contemplation, heart confoling joys 
And harmlefs pleafures, in the thronged abode 
Of multitudes unknownj hail, rural life! 

Addrefs himfelf who will to the purfuit 
Of honours, or emolument, or fame5. 


* Mignonnette,. 
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I fhall not add myfelf to luch a chafe. 

Thwart his attempts, or envy his fuccefs. 

Some muft be great. Great offices will have 
Great talents. And God gives to every man 
The virtue, temper, under (landing, tafte. 

That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 
Juft in the niche, he was ordained to fill. 

To the deliverer of an injured land 
He gives a tongue to enlarge upon, an heart 
To feel, and courage to redrefs her wrongs t 
To monarchs dignity; to judges fenfe; 

To artifts ingenuity and ikill; 

To me an unambitious mind, content 
In the low vale of life, that early felt 
A wifti for eafe and leifure, and ere long 
Found here that leifure and that eafe I wilheck 
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ARGUMENT OF THE FIFTH BOOK. 


A frojly mortiing.—The foddering of cattle. — The 
woodman and his dog.—The poultry .— Whimfcal 
effects of frojl at a waterfall—The Emprefs of 
RuJJta's palace of ice.—Amufements of monarchs .— 
War, one of them. — Wars, whence.—And whence 
monarchy.—The evils of ie.—Englijh and French 
loyalty contrafed .— The Bafile, and a prijoner 
there.—Eiherty the chief recommendation of this 
country.—Modern patrioiifm quefionablc, and 
why.—The perifhahle nature of the befl human 
znjlttutions .—Spiritual liberty not perifiable The 

flavijh fate of man by nature.—Deliver him, Deifl, 
if you can.—Grace muf do it.—The rcfpeftive 
merits of patriots and martyrs fated.—Their dif¬ 
ferent treatment. — Happyfreedo/n of the man whom 
grace makes free.—His relijh of the works of God 
—Addrefs to the Creator . 
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Tis morning; and the fun, with ruddy orb 
Afcendmg, fires the horizon ; while the clouds. 
That crowd away before the driving wind, 

More ardent as the difk emerges more, 
lb Tenable moft fome city in a blaze, 

Seen through the leaflefs wood. His Banting ra; 
Slides ineffe&ual down the fnowy vale, 

And, tinging all with his own roly hue, 

From every herb and every fpiry blade 
Stretches a length of fliadow o’er the field. 

Mine, fpindling into longitude immenfe, 

In fpite of gravity, and fage remark 
That I myfelf am but a fleeting fhade, 
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Provokes me to a fmile. With eye alkance 
I view the mufcular proportioned limb 
Transformed to a lean thank. The fhapelefs pair. 
As they defigned to mock me, at my fide 
Take ftep for ftep ; and, as I near approach 
The cottage, walk along the plaftered wall, 
Prepofterous fight! the legs without the man. 

The verdure of the plain lies buried deep 
Beneath the dazzling delugej and the bents. 

And coarfer grafs, upfpearing o’er the reft. 

Of late unfightly and unfeen, now thine 
Confpicuous, and in bright apparel clad. 

And fledged with icy feathers, nod fuperb. 

The cattle mourn in corners where the fence 
Screens them, and feem half petrified to fleep 
In unrecumbent fadnefs. There they wait 
Their wonted fodder j not like hungering man. 
Fretful if unfupplied j but filent, meek. 

And patient of the flow-paced fwain’s delay. 

He from the flack carves out the accuftomed load. 
Deep-plunging, and again deep plunging oft. 

His broad keen knife into the folid mafs : 

Smooth as a wall the upright remnant ftands. 
With fuch undeviating and even force 
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He fevers it away: no needlefs care. 

Left ftorms thould overfet the leaning pile 
Deciduous, or its own unbalanced weight. 

Forth goes the woodman, leaving unconcerned 
The cheerful haunts of man, to wield the axe 
And drive the wedge in yonder foreft drear, 

From morn to eve his folitary talk. 

Shaggy, and lean, and ihrewd, with pointed ears 
And tail cropped Ihort, half lurcher and half cur. 
His dog attends him. Clofe behind his heel 
Now creeps he flow; and now, with many a frifk 
Wide-fcampering, fnatches up the drifted fnow 
With ivory teeth, or ploughs it with his fnout; 
Then fliakes his powdered coat, and barks for joy. 
Heedlefs of all his pranks, the fturdy churl 
Moves right toward the mark; nor flops for aught, 
But now and then with preflure of his thumb 
To adjuft the fragrant charge of a Ihort tube, 
That fumes beneath his nofe: the trailing cloud 
Streams far behind him, feenting all the air. 

Now from the rooft, or from the neighbouring pale. 
Where, diligent to catch the firft faint gleam 
Of fmiling day, they gofliped fide by fide, 

Come trooping at the houfewife’s well-known call 




The feathered tribes domeftic. 

And half on foot, they brufh the 
Confcious and fearful of too deep a plunge. ? r 
Thefparrows peep,-and quit the Sheltering eaves 
To feize the fair occafion. Well they eye 
The Scattered gram, and thievifhly refolved 
To efcape the impending famine, often feared 
As oft return, a pert voracious kind. 

Clean riddance quickly made, one only care 
Remains to each, the fearch of fonny nook. 

Or filed impervious to the blaft. Rehgned 
To fad neceffity, the cock foregoes 
His wonted ftrut; and wading at their head 
With well-confidered fteps, feems to refent 
His altered gait and ftatelinefs retrenched. 

How find the myriads, that in fummer cheer 
The hills and vallies with their ceafelefs fongs. 


Due fuftenance, or where fubfift they now ? 

Earth yields them nought;, the imprifoned worm 
is fafe 

Beneath the frozen clod; all feeds of herbs 
Lie covered clofe ; and berry-bearing lhoms. 
That feed the thrufh, (whatever fome fuppofe) 
Afford the fmaller minffrels no fupply. 
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The long protra&ed rigour of the year 

Thins all their numerousflocks. In chinks and holes 

Ten thoufand feek an unmoleBed end, 

As inftinct prompts; felf-buried ere they die. 

The very rooks and daws forfake the fields, 

Where neither grub, nor root, nor earth-nut, now 
Repays their labour more; and perched aloft 
By the way fide, or Balking in the path, 

Lean penfioners upon the travellers track, 

Pick up their naufeous dole, thoughTweet to them 
Of \oided pnlfe or half-digefted grain. 

The Breams are loti amid the fplendid blank, 
O'mvhelming all dUtin&ion. On the flood. 
Indurated and fixt, the fnowy weight 
Lies undiffolved; while filently beneath, 

And unperceived, the current Beals away. 

Not fo where, fcornful of a check, it leaps 
The mill-dam, dallies on the reftlefs wheel. 

And wantons in the pebbly gulph below: 

No frofl can bind it there; its utmotl force 
f'an but arrcB the light and fmoky miB, 

That in its fall the liquid fheet throws wide. 

And fee where it lias hung the embroidered ba 
With forms fo various, that no powers of art, 

’•el. ir M 
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The pencil or the pen, may trace the icene ! 

Here glittering turrets rife, upbearing high 
(Fantaftic mifarrangement!) on the roof 
Large growth of what may feem the fparkling trees 
And fhrubs of fairy land. The cryftal drops. 
That trickle down the branches, faft congealed. 
Shoot into pillars of pellucid length. 

And prop the pile they but adorned before. 

Here grotto within grotto fafe defies 
The fun-beam * there, embofled and fretted wild. 
The growing wonder takes a thoufand fhapes 
Capricious, in which fancy feeks in vain 
The likenefs of fome objedt feen before. 

Thus nature works as if to mock at art. 

And in defiance of her rival powers $ 

By thefe fortuitous and random ftrokes 
Performing fuch inimitable feats. 

As (he with all her rules can never reach. 

Lefs worthy of applaufe, though more admired, 
Becaufe a novelty, the work of man. 

Imperial miftrefs of the fur-clad Rufs ! 

Thy mo(t magnificent and mighty freak. 

The wonder of the North. No foreft fell 
When thou wouldfl: build* no quarry fent its (lores 
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To theatre, or jocund feaft or ball: 

The wearied hireling finds it a leleafe 
From labour; and the lover, who has chi 
Its long delay, feels every welcome ftroke 
Upon his heart-firings, trembling with delig 
To fly for refuge from diftiadting thought 
To fuch amufements, as ingenious woe 
Contrives, hard-fhifting, and without her tools— 
To read engraven on the mouldy walls, 

In daggering types, his predeceffor’s tale, 

A fad memorial, and fubjoin his own— 

To turn purveyor to an overgorged 
And bloated fpider, till the pampered peft 
Is made familiar, watches his approach. 

Comes at his call, and ferves him for a friend— 
To wear out time in numbering to and fro 
The ftuds, that thick embofs his iron door; 
Then downward and then upward, then aflant 
And then alternate; with a fickly hope 
By dint of change to give his taftelefs talk. 
Some reliih; till the fum, exadly found 
In all direftions, he begins again— 

Oh comfortlefs exiftence! hemmed around 
With woes, which who that fuffers would not ku 
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And beg for exile, or the pangs of death ? 

That man fhould thus encroach on fellow man. 
Abridge him of his juft and native rights. 
Eradicate him, tear him from his hold 
Upon the endearments of domeitic life 
And focial, nip his fruitfulnefs and ufe. 

And doom him for perhaps an heedlefs word 
To barrennefs, and folitude, and tears. 

Moves indignation 3 makes the name of king 
(Of king-whom fuch prerogative can pleaie) 

As dreadful as the Manichean god. 

Adored through fear, ftrong only to deftroy. 

’Tis liberty alone, that gives the flower 
Of fleeting life its luflre and per fume j 
And we are weeds without it. All conftraint. 
Except what wdfdom lays on evil men, 

Is evil: hurts the faculties, impedes 
Their progrefs in the road of fcience; blinds 
The eyefight of difcoveryj and begets 
In thofe that fuller it a fordid mind 
Beflial, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man s noble form. 

Thee therefore hill, blame-worthy as thou art, 
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With all thy lofs of empire, and though fqueezed 
By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the ftate. 

Thee I account ftill happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, feeing thou art free5 
My native nook of earth! Thy clime is rude, 
Replete with vapours, and difpofes much 
All hearts to fadnefs, and none more than mine, 
Thine unadulterate manners are lets foft 
And plaufible than focial life requires, 

And thou haft need of discipline and art 
To give thee what politer France receives 
From nature’s bounty—that humane addreis 
And fweetnefs, without which no pleafure is 
In converfe, either ftarved by cold referve. 

Or ftutiled with fierce difpute, a fenfelefs brawl 
Yet being free I love thee: for the fake 
Of that one feature can be well content, 
Difgraced as thou haft been, poor as thou art, 

To feek no fublunary reft befide. 

But once enflaved, farewell! I could endure 
Chains no where patiently; and chains at horn 
Where I am free by birthright, not at all. 

Then what were left of roughnefs in the grain 
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Of Britifh natures, wanting its excufe 
That it belongs to freemen, would difgud 
And fhock me. I fliould then with double pain 
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime; 

And, if I mull bewail the blefling loft. 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 
I would at lead; bewail it under Ikies 
Milder, among a people lefs audere; 

Jn fcenes, which having never known me free. 
Would not reproach me with the lofs I felt. 

Do I forebode impoffible events. 

And tremble at vain dreams ? Heaven grant I may 
But the age of virtuous politics is pafi. 

And we are deep in that of cold pretence. 
Patriots are grown too fhrewd to be fincere. 

And we too wife to trud them. He that takes 
Deep in his foft credulity the damp 
Defigned by loud declaimers on the part 
Of liberty, themfelves the Haves of lud, 
incurs derifion for his eafy faith 
And lack of knowledge, and with caufe enough; 
For when was public virtue to be found 
Where private was not? Can he love the w'hole 
Who loves no part? He be a nation’s friend 
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Who is in truth the friend of no man there ? 

Can he be ftrenuous in his country’s caufe. 

Who flights the charities, for whofe dear fake 
That-country, if at all, muft be beloved ? 

Tis therefore fober and good men are fad 
For England’s glory, feeing it was pale 
And fickly, while her champions wear their hear 
So loofe to private duty, that no brain, 

Healthful and undifturbed by fa&ious fumes, 
Can dream them trufty to the general weal. 
Such were not they of old, whofe tempered blad 
Diiperfed the (hackles of ufurped control. 

And hewed them linkfromlink: then Albion sto 
Were Tons indeed ; they felt a filial heart 
Beat high within them at a mother’s wrongs; 
And, fhining each in his domeflic lphere. 

Shone brighter fiill, once called to public view, 
’Tis therefore many, whofe fequeftered lot 
Forbids their interference, looking on, 
Anticipate perforce fome dire event ; 

And, feeing the old caftle of the fiate, 

That promifed once more firmnefs, fo affaiied 

That all its tempefi-beaten turrets fliake, 

N 2 



Stand motionlefs expectants ofrts fall 
All has its date below 5 the fatal 
Was regiftered in heaven ere 
We turn to dull, and all our mightieft 



Die too: the deep foundations that we lay. 
Time-ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 


We build with what we deem eternal rock: 
A diftant age alks where the fabric flood ; 
And in the dull, lifted and fearched in vain. 
The undifcoverable fecret bleeps. 


But there is yet a liberty, unfung 
By poets, and by fenators unpraifed. 

Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the powers 
Of earth and hell confederate take away: 

A liberty, which perfection, fraud, 

Oppreffion, prifons, "have no power to bind 5 
Which whofo taftes can be enflaved no more. 

•Tis liberty of heart derived from heaven. 

Bought with his blood, who gave it to mankind. 
And fealed with the fame token. It is held 
By charter, and that charter fan&ioned fure 
By the unimpeachable and awful oath 
And promife of a God. His other gifts 
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All bear the royal ftamp, that fpeaks them h , 
And are auguft; but this tranfcends them a . 
His other works, the vifible difplay 
Of all-creating energy and might, 

Are grand no doubt, and worthy of the wor 
That, finding an interminable fpace 
Unoccupied, has filled the void fo well. 

And made fo fparkling what was dark before 
But thefe are not his glory. Man, ’t.s true, 
Smit with the beauty of fo fair a fcene, 

Might well fuppofe the artificer divine 
Meant it eternal, had he not htmfelf 
Pronounced it tranfient, glorious as it is. 

And ftiU defigning a more glorious far. 
Doomed it as infofficient for his praifc. 

The fc therefore are occafional, and pafs; 
Formed for the confutation of the fool, 
Whole lying heart difputes againft a God ; 
That office ferved, they muft be fwept awn) 
Xot fo the labours of his love: they thine 
In other heavens than thefe that we behold 
And fade not. There is paradife that fears 
forfeiture, and of its fruits he fends 
Dirge prelibation oft to faints below. 
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Of thefe the fir ft in order, and the pledge 
And confident afiurance of the reft., 

Is liberty. A flight into his arms 
Kre yet mortality’s fine threads give way, 

A clear efcape from tyrannizing luft. 

And full immunity from penal woe. 

Chains are the portion of revolted man, 

Stripes and a dungeon; and his body ferves 
rhe triple purpofe. In that fickly, foul. 
Opprobrious refidence he finds them all. 

Propenfe his heart to idols, he is held 
fn filly dotage on created things, 

Clarelefs of their Creator. And that low 
And fordid gravitation of his powers 
ro a vile clod fo draws him, with fuch force 
tleliftlefs from the centre he fhould feek, 
rhat he at laft forgets it. All his hopes 
Fend downward; his ambition is to fink, 

Fo reach a depth profounder {till, and ftili 
Profounder, in the fathomlefs abyfs 
3 f folly, plunging in purfuit of death, 
dut ere he gain the comfortlefs repofe 
Ie feeks, and acquiefcenee of his foul 



BOOK V. THE WINTER MORNING WALK. 13 

In heaven-renouncing exile, he enduies 
What does he not? from lulls oppofed in '*> 
And felf-reproaching confcience. He fore ces 
The fatal iffue to his health, fame, peace. 
Fortune, and dignity ; the lofs of all. 

That can ennoble man, and make frai i e> 
Short as it is, {importable. Still worfe. 

Far worfe than all the plagues, with which Ins fi 
Infea his happieft moments, he forebodes 
Ages of hopelefs mifery. Future death, 

And death {till future. Not an hafty flrokc ’ 
Like that which fends him to the dufty gia\e. 
But unrepealable enduring death. 

Scripture is Fill a trumpet to his fears: 

What none can prove a forgery may be true. 
What none but bad men with exploded mud 
That fcruple checks him. Riot is not loud, 
Nor drunk enough to drown it. In the mid ft 
Of laughter his compunctions are lined e j 
And he abhors the jell by which he Ihine*. 
Remorfe begets reform. His mafter-luft 
Falls fir ft before bis refolutc rebuke, 

And feems dethroned and vanqui lhed. Peace en 

But fpurious and Ihort-lived j the puny child 
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Of felf-congratulating pride, begot 
On fancied innocence. Again he falls. 

And fights again j but finds his beft effay 
A prefage ominous, portending ftill 
Its own difhonour by a worfe relapfe. 

Till Nature, unavailing nature, foiled 
So oft, and wearied in the vain attempt. 

Scoffs at hef own performance. Reafon now 
Takes part with appetite, and pleads the cauf& 
Perverfely, which of late Ihe fo condemned j 
AiVith fhallow fliifts and old devices, worn 
And tattered in the fervice of debauch. 

Covering his fliame from his offended fight. 

“ Hath God indeed given appetites to man, 
rc And ftored the earth fo plenteoufly with means 
“ To gratify the hunger of his with; 

“ And doth he reprobate and will he damn 
<e The ufe of his own bounty? making firfl: 

“ So frail a kind, and then ena&ing laws 
“ So firi£t, that lefs than perfedt muft defpair? 

“ Falfehood ! which whofo but fufpeds of truth 
r{ Dishonours God, and makes a flave of man. 

“ Do they themfelves, who undertake for hire 
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«. The teacher’* office, and difpenfe adarge > 

« Their weekly dole of edifying ftrairls, 

.< Attend to their own nmhc ?• have t ey 
« In what with fuch foleronity of tone 
« And gefture they propound to our belie ^ 

“ Nayr-conduft hath the loudeft tongue. Th 
" Is but an- inftrutnent, on which the prie ' 

“ May play what tune he pleafes. In the 'e >- 

“ The unequivocal authentic deed, ^ 

„ We find found argument, we read- the heart. 


Such reafonings (if that name mud need belong 
To excufes in which reafon has no part) 

Serve to cornpofe a fpirit well inclined 
To live on terms of amity with vice. 

And fin without difturbance. Often urged, 

(As often as libidinous difcourfe 
Exhaufted, he reforts to folemn themes 
Of theological and grave import) 

They gain at laft his unrefeved aflent. 

Till, hardened his heart’s temper in the forge 
Of lull, and on the anvil of defpair, 

Heflights the ftrokes of confcience. Nothing moves. 
Or nothing much, his conftancy in ill* 
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Vain tampering has bnt foflered his difeafe; 

’Tis defperate, and he fleeps the fleepof delth. 
Hafte now, philofopher, and fet him free. 

Charm the deaf ferpent wifely. Make him hear 
Of rectitude and fitnefs, moral tru th 
How lovely, and the moral fenfe how fare, 
Confulted and obeyed, to guide his fteps 
Directly to the first and only fair. 

Spare not in fuch a caufe. Spend all the powers 
Of rant and rhapfody in virtues praife : 

Be moft fublimely good, verbofely grand, 

And with poetic trappings grace thy profe. 

Till it out-mantle all the pride of verfe— 

Ah, tinkling cymbal, and high founding brafs. 
Smitten in vain ! fuch mufic cannot charm 
The eclipfe, that intercepts truth’s heavenly beam, 
And chills and darkens a wide-wandering foul. 

The still small voice is wanted. Hemuftfpeak, 
Whofe word leaps forth at once to its effect; 

Who calls for things that are not, and they come. 

Grace makes the Have a freeman. 'Tis a change, 
hat turns to ridicule the turgid fpeech 
And flatcly tone of moralifts, who boaft. 
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As if, like him of fabulous renown. 

They had indeed ability to foiooth 
The feag of ravage nature, and were each 
An Orpheus, and omnipotent m fong : 

But transformation of apoftate man . . 

From fool to wife, from eaithly to ditine, 

Is work for Him that made him. He alone. 
And he by means in philofophic eyes 
Trivial and worthy of difdatn, achieves 
The wonder; humanizing what is brute 
In the loft kind, extraaing from the lips 
Cf afps their venom, overpowering ftren a th 
By weaknefs, and hoftility by love. 


Patriots have toiled, and in their country's caufe 

Bled nobly; and their deeds, as they deferve, 

Bcccive proud recompenfe. We give m charge 
Their names to the fweet lyre. The hiftoric mu < 
Proud of the treafure, marches with it down 
To lateft times; and fculpture, in her turn. 

Gives bond in ftone and ever-during brafs 
To guard them, and to immortalize her truft: 
But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid. 
To thofe, who polled at the ferine of truth 
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Have fallen in her defence. A patriot's blood 
Well fpent in fuch aft rife ‘may earn indeed! 

And for a time enfure, to his loved land 
The fweets of liberty and equal laws; 

But martyrs ftruggle for a brighter prize, 

And wm it with more pain. Their blood is fhed^ 
In confirmation of the nobleft claims 
Our claim to feed upon immortal truth> 

To walk with God, to be divinely free. 

To foar, and to anticipate the fkies. 

Yet few remember them. They lived unknown 
Till perfecution dragged them, into fame. 

And chafed them up to heaven. Their alhes flew 
—No marble tells us whither. With their names 
No bard embalms and fanaifies his fong: 

And hiftory, fo warm on meaner themes. 

Is cold on this. She execrates indeed 
The tyranny, that doomed them to the fire. 

But gives the glorious fufferers little praife *. 


He is the freeman whom the truth makes free. 
And all are flaves befide. There’s not a chain 


* See Hume. 



book v , THE wiktek mobsing walk. 189 

That helHfl. foes, confederate for his harm. 

Can wind around him, hut he ca s 1 

With as much eafe as Samfon his green wyths. 

He looks abroad into the vaned field 
Of nature, and though poor perhaps, comp 
With thofe whole manfions glitter in h,s fi„ht. 

Calls the delightful icenery all h,s own 

His are the mountains, and the rallies ns, 

And the refplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can fee , 

But who, with filial confidence infp.red. 

Can lift to heaven an unprefumptuous eye, 

And foiling fay “ My Father made them all. 

Are they not his by a peculiar right. 

And by an emphafis of intereft Ins, 

Whofe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, _ 
Whofe heart with praife, and whofe exalted ra. 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love, 
That planned, and built, and ftill upholds, a wo 
So clothed with beauty for rebellions man ? 
ye S -ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded foil, and ye may wafle much good 
In fenfelefs riot; but ye will not find 
In feaft or in the chafe, in fong or dance, 

*7 
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A liberty like his, who, unimpeached, 

Of ufurpation, -and to no man’s wrong’. 
Appropriates nature as his Father’s work. 

And has a richer ufe of your’s than you. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth 
Of no mean city 3 planned or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains opened, or the Tea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the fame in every ftate; 

And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whofe every day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it lefs : 

For he has wings, that neither ficknefs, pain, 
Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 

No nook fo narrow but he fpreads them there 
With eafe, and is at large. The oppreflor holds 
His body bound j but knows not what a range 
His fpirit takes, unconfcious of a chainj 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt 
Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells. 


Acquaint thyfelf with God, if thou wouldeft tafte 
His works. Admitted once to his embrace. 

Thou fhalt perceive that thou waft blind before i 
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Tbin ee y e fll all b ei nftro aed^^ rt 

Made pure {hall retafli, »“ 1 d ^, ine have wrought. 

’Till then unfelt, what han s ne 

Brutes graze the mountain-top, with fee P 
And eyes intent upon the leant) e > 

Tt yields them; or recumbent on its brow 
Ruminate heedlefs of the feene outfprea 
Beneath, beyond, and ftretching far away 
From inland regions to the diftant matn. 

Man views it, and admires ; but reft cot te 
W 1th what he views. The landfcape has his pra-fe, 
Rut not its author. Unconcerned who formed 
The paradife he fees, he finds it fuch, 

And fuch well-pleafed to find it, atks no more. 
K ot fo the mind, that hasbeen touched fromheaven, 
And in the fchool of facred wifdom taught 
To read his wonders, in whofe thought the world, 

Fair as it is, exitled ere it was. 

Kot for its own fake merely, but for his 
Much more, who falliioned it, he gives it pra.fe; 
Traife that from earth refulting, as it ought, 

To earth's acknowledged fovereign, finds at once 

Tts only juft proprietor in Him. 

The foul that fees him, or receives fublimed 
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New faculties, or learns at leaf to employ 
More worthily the powers ilie owned before, 
Bifcerns in all things what, with ilupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then ihe overlooked, 

A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms 
Terreftrial in the vail and the minute,* 

The unambiguous footfteps of the God, 

Who gives its hiftre to an infed’s wing. 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much converfant with heaven, ihe often holds 
With thofe fair minifters of light to man. 

That fill the ikies nightly with filent pomp, 
Sweet conference. Inquires what ftrains were the 
With which heaven rang, when every far, in haft' 
To gratulate the new-created earth, 

Sent forth a voice, and ail the fons of God 
Shouted for joy.—- Tell me, ye Aiming boils, 

“ That navigate a fea that knows no forms, 

“ Beneath a vault unfullied with a cloud, 

“ If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Diftindlly fcenes inviiible to man, 

“ And fyitems, of whole birth no tidings yet 
“ Have reached this nether world, ye f P y a race 
“ ^ aV0Ured 25 our ’ s i tranfgreifors from the womb. 
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« And hailing to a grave, yet doomed to rile 
« And to poffefs a brighter heaven than yo - 
« As one, who long detained on foretgn ftro.es, 

“ Pants to return, and when he fees a at 

.. Hiscounlry’s weather-bleach’d and batter d t o 

« From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
.< Radiant with joy towards the happy lan , 

So I with animated hopes behold, 

« And many an acting with, your beam, res, 

«. That fltow like beacons in the blue abyfs. 
Ordained to guide the embodied fp.nt home 
From toilfome life to never-ending reft. 

■«. Love kindles as 1 gaze. I feel defiles, 

.< That give a durance of their own laccefs, 

.< And that infufed from heaven muft thither ten , 

So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth 
Illuminates. Thy lamp, myfterious word 1 
Which whofo fees no longer wanders lo-t. 

With intellects bemazed in endlefs doubt. 

Rut runs the road of wifdom. Thou halt built 
With means, that were not till by thee employed, 
Worlds, that bad never been ludft thou in ftrengtb 
' Been lefs, or lets benevolent than flrong. 
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They are thy witneffes, who fpeak thy power 
And goodnefs infinite, but fpeak in ears. 

That hear not, or receive not their report. 

In vain thy creatures teftify of thee. 

Till thou proclaim thyfelf. Their’s is indeed 
A teaching voicej but 'tis the praife of thine. 
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn. 
And with the boon gives talents for its ufe. 

Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Polfefs the heart, and fables falfe as hell 5 
Yet, deemed oracular, lure down to death 
The uninformed and heedlefs fouls of men. 

We give to chance, blind chance, ourfelves as blind. 
The glory of thy work ■, which yet appears 
Perfeft and unimpeachable of blame. 

Challenging human fcrutiny, and proved 
Then Ikilful moft when moft feverely judged. 

Bat chance is not j or is not where thou reignefi : 
Thy providence forbids that fickle power 
(If power file be that works but to confound) 

To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refuting while we can 

InfirmStion, and inventing to ourfelves 

Gods fuch as guilt makes welcome ; gods that deep. 
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Or difregard our follies, or that fit 
Amufed fpe&ators of this buttling ftage. 

Thee we rejetd, unable to abide 
Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure. 

Made fuch by thee, we love thee for that caufe 
For which we fhunncd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free. Then liberty, like day. 
Breaks on the foul, and by a flafti from heaven 
Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A voice is heard, that mortal ears hear not 
Till thou haft touched them j ’tis the voice of fon 
A loud Hofanna fent from all thy works; 
Which he that hears it with a lhout repeats. 
And adds his rapture to the general praiie. 

In that bleft moment Nature, throwing wide 
Her veil opaque, difclofes with a fmile 
The author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his Wn creation, works unfeen 
By the impure, and hears his power denied. 

1 hou art the fource and centre of all minds. 
Their only point of reft, eternal Word! 

From thee departing they are loft, and rove 
At random without honour, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all, that fooths the life of man, 

O 2 
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ITis high endeavour, and his glad 

His ftrength to fufFer, and his will to ierye. 

But oh thou bounteous Giver of all good. 

Thou art of all thy gift's thyfelf the crown 1 
Give what thou canft, without thee we are poor; 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 
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ARGUMENT OF THE SIXTH ROOK. 

Betts at a d'lfiance.—Then effed.—A fine noon in 
renter.—A Jheltered walk.—Meditation better 
than books.—Our familiarity with the courfe of 
nature makes it appear lefs wonderful than it is .— 
The transformation that fpring effects in a Jlirub- 
bery defcribed.—A mifiake concerning the courfe of 
nature corrected,-—God maintains it by an unre- 
ruhted ad.—The amufements fajhionable at this 
hour of the day reproved.—Animals happy , a de¬ 
lightfulfight.—Origin of cruelty to animals.—That 
it is a great crime proved from fcripture. That 
proof illufirated by a tale.—A line drawn between 
the lawful and unlawful defirudion of them — 
Their good and ufeful properties infificd on .— 
Apology for the encomiums befiowed by the author 
on animals.—Infiances of mans extravagant praife 
nf man.—The groans of the creation Jhall have an 
(n d. — A view taken of the refioration of all things. 

_ An invocation and an invitation of him who 

(hall bring it to pafs. — The retired man vindicated 
from the charge of ufilejfnefs ,— Conclufion. 
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There is in fouls a fympathy with founds, 
And as the mind is pitched the ear is plea fed 
With melting airs or martial, briik or grave, 
Some chord in unifon with what we hear 
Is touched within us, and the heart replies. 
How foft the mufic of thofe village bells. 
Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence fweet, now dying all away, 

Now pealing loud again, and louder hill. 

Clear and fonorous, as the gale comes on ! 
With eafy force it opens all the cells 
Where memory flept. Wherever I have hear 
A kindred melody, the fcene recurs. 
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And with it all its pleafures and its pains. 
Such comprehenfive views the fpirit takes. 
That in a few fhort moments I retrace 


( As in a map the voyager his courfe) 

The windings of my way through many years. 
Short as in retrofpe6t the journey feems. 

It teemed not always fhort; the rugged path. 
And profpedt oft fo dreary and forlorn. 

Moved.many a figh at its disheartening length. 
Yet feeling prefent evils, while" the pad 
Faintly imprefs the mind, or not at all. 

How readily we with time fpent revoked. 

That we might try the ground again, where once* 
(Through inexperience, as we now perceive) 

We miffed that happinefs we might have found ! 
Some friend is gone, perhaps his fon’s beft friend, 
A father, whole authority, in fhow 


When mo ft fever<\ and muttering all its force, 


Was but the graver countenance of love; 


Whole favour, like t beclouds of fpring, might lowety 
And utter now and then an awful voice, 


But had a blefiing in its darkelt frown. 
Threatening at once and nourifhing the plant. 
At loved, but not enough, the gentle hand. 
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That reared us. At a thoughtlefe age, allured 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 
His (beltering fide, and wilfully forewent 
That converfe, which we now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the man recall to life* 

The boy’s negle£ted fire! a mother too. 

That fofter friend, perhaps more gladly ftill. 

Might he demand them at the gates of death. 
Sorrow has, fince they went, fubdued and tamed 
The playful humour 5 he cduld now endure, 
(Himfelf grown fober in the vale of tears) 

And feel a parent’s prefence no reftraint. 

But not to underftand a treafnre’s worth 
Till time has ftolen away the flighted good* 

Is caufe of half the poverty we feel. 

And makes the world the wildernefs it is. 

The few that pray at all pray oft amifs. 

And, feeking grace to improve the prize they hold> 
Would urge a wifer fiiit than aflting more. 

% 

The night was winter in his rougheft moody 
The morning lharp and clear. But now at noon 
Upon the fouthern fide of the flant hills, 

And where the woods fence off the northern blaft„ 
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The feafon fmil es, refigning all its rage, 

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue 
Without a cloud, and white without a fpeck 
The dazzling fplendour of the fcene below. 

Again the harmony comes o’er the vale; 

And through the trees I view the embattled tower, 
Whence all the mufic. I again perceive 
The foothing influence of the wafted drains. 

And fettle in foft mufings as I tread 
The walk, flill verdant, under oaks and elms, 
Whofe outfpread branches overarch the glade. 
The roof, though moveable through all its length 
As the wind fways it, has yet well fufficed. 

And intercepting in their lilent fall 

The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 

No noife is here, or none that hinders thought. 
The redbreaft warbles flill, but is content 
With flender notes, and more than half fupprefled: 
Pleafed with his folitude, and flitting light 
From fpray to fpray, where’er he reds he thakes 
From many a twig the pendent drops of ice. 

That tinkle in the withered leaves below. 

Stillnefs, accompanied with founds fo foft, 

Charms more than fllence. Meditation here 

7 
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May think down hours to moments. Here the heai t 
May give an ufeful lellbn to the head, 

And learning wifer grow without his books. 
Knowledge and wifdom, far from being one, 
Have oft-times no connexion. Knowledge dwells 
Jn heads replete with thoughts of other men; 
Wifdom in minds attentive to their own. 
Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mafs, 

The mere materials with which wifdom builds. 
Till fmoothed and fquared and fitted to its place, 
Does but incumber whom it feems to enrich. 
Knowledge is proud that he has learned fo much 
Wifdom is humble that be knows no more. 

Books are not feldom talifmans and 1 pells. 

By which the magic art of fhrewder wits 
Holds an unthinking multitude enthralled. 

Some to the fafeination of a name 
Surrender judgment, hood-winked. Some the fly 
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 
Of error leads them by a tune entranced. 

While floth feduces more, too weak to bear 
The infupportable fatigue of thought, 

And fwallowing therefore without paufe or cho 
The total grid unfitted, hulks and all. 
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But trees and rivulets whofe rapid courfe. 

Defies the check of winter, haunts of deer. 

And fheep-walks populous with bleating lambs, 
And lanes, in which the primrofe ere her time 
Peeps through the mofs, that clothes the hawthorn* 
root. 

Deceive no fludent. Wifdom there, and truth, 
Not thy, as in the world, and to be won 
By flow felicitation, feize at once 
The roving thought, and fix it on them (elves. 

What prodigies can power divine perform 
More grand than it produces year by year. 

And all in fight of inattentive man ? 

Familiar \jnth the effedt we (light the caulc, 

And in the conftancy of nature’s courle, 

4'he regular return of genial months. 

And renovation of a faded world. 

Set' nought to wonder at. Should God again,. 

As once m Gibeon, interrupt the race 
Of the undeviating and punctual fun. 

How would the world admire! but fpeaks it lets 

An ageney divine, to make him know 

llis moment when to fink and when to rife. 
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Age after age, than to arreft his courfe? 

All we behold is miracle) but feen 
So duly all is miracle in vain. 

•Where now the vital energy that moved. 

While fummer was, the pure and fubtle lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandering veins 
Of leaf and flower? It deeps; and the icy touch 
Of unprolihc winter has impreffed 
A cold flagnation on the inteftine tide. 

But let the months go round, a few fhort months. 
And all {hall be reftored. Thefe naked {hoots. 
Barren as lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry mufic, fighing as it goes. 

Shall put their graceful foliage on again, 

And more afpiring, and with ampler fpread. 

Shall boaft new charms, and more than they havi 

loll. 

Then, each in its peculiar honours clad. 

Shall publifh even to the diftant eye 
Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich 
In dreaming gold; fyringa, ivory pure; 

The fcentlefs and the fcented rofe; this red, 
And of an humbler growth, the * other tall,. 


* The Guelder-rofe. 
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And throwing up into the darkeft gloom 
Of neighbouring cyprefs, or more fable yew, 

Her filver globes, light as the foamy furf, 

That the wind fevers from the broken wave; 

The lilac, various in array, now white. 

Now fanguine, and her beauteous head now fet 
With purple fpikes pyramidal, as if 
Studious of ornament, yet unrefolved 
Which hue die mod; approved, lhe chofe them all; 
Copious of flowers the woodbine, pale and wan, 
But well compenfating her fickly looks 
With never-cloying odours, early and late* 
Hypericum all bloom, fo thick a fwarm 
Of flowers, like flies clothing her flender rods, 
That fcarce a leaf appears 5 mezerion too, 
Though leaflefs, well attired, and thick befet 
With bluftring wreaths, invefting every fpray; 
Althaea with the purple eye: the broom. 

Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloyed. 

Her blofloms j and luxuriant above all 
The jafmine, throwing wide her elegant fweets, 
The deep dark green of whofe unvarnilhed leaf 
Makes more confpicuous, and illumines more 
The bright profuflon of her fcattered ftars.— 
Thefe have been, and thefe ftiall be in their day; 
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And all this uniform uncoloured fcene 
Shall be difmantled of its fleecy load. 

And flu(h into variety again. 

From dearth to plenty, and from death to life. 

Is Nature’s progrefs, when fhe lectures man 
In heavenly truth; evincing, as fhe makes 
The grand tranfition, that there lives and works 
A foul in all things, and that foul is God. 

The beauties of the wildernefs are his. 

That makes fo gay the folitary place 

Where no eye fees them. And the fairer forms. 

That cultivation glories in, are his. 

He fets the bright proceflion on its way. 

And marfhals all the order of the year; 

He marks the bounds, which winter may not pafs. 
And blunts his pointed fury; in its cafe, 

Ruflet and rude, folds up the tender germ. 
Uninjured, with inimitable art; 

And, ere one flowery feafon fades and dies, 
Defigns the blooming wonders of the next. 

Some fay that in the origin of things, 

When all creation ftarted into birth. 

The infant elements received a law. 






f HE T A«K. 


BOOK ▼«. 


From which they fwerve not lince. That under force 
Of that controlling ordinance they move. 

And need not his immediate hand, who ftrft 
Prpfcribed their courfe, to regulate it now. 

Thus dream they, and contrive to fave a God 
The incumbrance of his own concerns, and fpare 
The great artificer of all that moves 
The ftrefs of a continual a£t, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care. 

As too laborious and fevere a talk. 

So man, the moth, is not afraid, it feems. 

To fpan omnipotence, and meafure might. 

That knows no meafure, by the fcanty rule 
And flandard of his own, that is 'to-day. 

And is- not ere to-morrow’s fun go down. 

But how thould matter occupy a charge 
Dull as it is, and fatisfy a law 
So vaft in its demands, unlefs impelled 
To ceafelefs fervice by a ceafelefs force. 

And under preflure of fome confcious caufe ? 

The Lord of all, himfelf through all diffufed, 
Suftains, and is the life of all that lives. 

Nature is but a name for an effect, 

Whofe caufe is God. He feeds the fecret fire. 
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By which the mighty procefs is maintained. 

Who fleeps not, is not weary j in whofe light 
Slow circling ages are as tranfient days; 

Whofe work is without labour j whofe deligns 
No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts: 

And whofe beneficence no charge exhaults. 

Him blind antiquity profaned, not ferved. 

With felf-taught rites, and under various names. 
Female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan, 

And Flora, and Vertumnus; peopling earth 
With tutelary goddelfes and gods. 

That were not; and commending as they would 
To each fome province, garden, field, or grove. 
But all are under one. One fpirit—His, 

Who wore the platted thorns with bleeding brows. 
Rules univerfal nature. Not a flower 
But fliows fome touch, in freckle, ftreak, or ftain. 
Of his unrivalled pencil. He infpires 
Their balmy odours, and imparts their hues. 

And bathes their eyes with ne&ar, and includes. 
In grains as countlefs as the fea-fide fands. 

The forms, with which he fprinkles all the earth. 
Happy who walks with him! whom what he finds 
Of flavour or of fcent in fruit or flower, 

P 


VOL. II. 



210 


THE TASK. 


Or what he views of beautifbl’or gnAd-" 

In nature, from the broad majeftic oak^ 4 * ' 

To the green blade, that twinkles in tb© fun, . 
Prompts with remembrance of a prefent God. 

His prefence, who made all fia fair, perceived 
Makes all ftill fairer. As with him no fcene 
Is dreary, fo with him all teafons pleafe. 

Though winter had been none, had man been true. 
And earth be punithed for its tenant’s fake. 

Yet notin vengeance; as this finding iky. 

So foon fucceeding fuch an angry night. 

And thefe diilblving forms, and this clear dream 
Recovering fad its liquid mufic, prove. 

Who then, that has a mind well ftruag and tuned 

To contemplation, and within his reach 

A fcene fo friendly to his favourite talk. 

Would wafte attention at the chequered board, 

His ho ft of wooden warriors to and fro 

Marching and countermarching, with an eye 

As fixt as marble, with a forehead ridged 

^ud furrowed into ftorms, and with a hand 

Trembling, as if eternity were hung 

In balance on his conduct of a pin*? 
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Nor envies he aught more their idle fport. 

Who pant with application mifapphed 
To trivial toys, and, pulhing ivory balls 
Acrofs a velvet level, feel a joy 
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its deftined goal, of difficult accefs. 

Nor deems he wifer him, who gives his noon 
To mifs, the mercer’s plague, from ffiop to ffiop 
Wandering, and littering with unfolded filks 
The poliflied counter, and approving none. 

Or promifing with fmiles to call again. 

Nor him, who by his vanity feduced. 

And foothed into a dream that he difceins 
The difference of a Guido from a daub, 
Frequents the crowded au6tion : ftationed ther 
As duly as the Langford of the fliow. 

With glafs at eye, and catalogue in hand, 

And tongue accompliihed in the fulfome cant 
And pedantry, that coxcombs learn with eafej 
Oft as the price-deciding hammer falls 
He notes it in his book, then raps his box. 
Swears tis a bargain, rails at his hard fate 
That he has let it pafs—-but never bids' 

P 2 
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Here unmolefled, through whatever fign 
The fun proceeds, I wander. Neither mift. 

Nor freezing Iky nor fultry, checking me. 

Nor ftranger intermeddling with my joy. 

Ev’n in the fpring and play-time of the year. 

That calls the unwonted villager abroad 
With all her little ones, a fportive train. 

To gather king-cups in the yellow mead. 

And prink their hair with dailies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholefome fallad from the brook, 
Thefe fhades are all my own. The timorous hare. 
Grown fo familiar with her frequent guefl. 

Scarce fhuns me; and the flock-dove unalarmed 
Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor fufpends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach. 

Drawn from his refuge in fome lonely elm. 

That age or injury has hollowed deep. 

Where, on his bed of wool and matted leaves. 

He has outflept the winter, ventures forth 
To frilk awhile, and balk in the warm fun. 

The fquirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play: 

He fees me, and at once, fwift as a bird, 

Afcends the neighbouring beech j there whifks hi? 
brufh. 
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And perks his ears, and damps and cries aloud. 
With all the prettinefs of feigned alarm. 

And anger infignificantly fierce. 

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowfhip, as being^void 
Of fympathy, and therefore dead alike 
To love and friendfhip both, that is not pleafed 
With fight of animals enjoying life. 

Nor feels their happinefs augment his own. 

The bounding fawn, that darts acrofs the glade 
When none purfues, through mere delight of heart. 
And fpirits buoyant with excefs of gleej 
The horie as wanton, and almoft as fleet. 

That fkims the fpacious meadow at full fpeed. 
Then flops and fnorts, and throwing high hjs heels 
Starts to the voluntary race again $ 

The very kine, that gambol at high noon. 

The total herd receiving firft from one. 

That leads the dance a fummons to be gay. 
Though wild their ftrange vagaries, and uncouth 
Their efforts, yet refolved with one confent 
To give fuch a6t and utterance as they may 
To eeftafy too big to be fuppreffed_ 
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Tbcfe, and a thoufend imagesof Wife*- ^ 

With which kind nature graces every' 

Where cruel man defeats not her defign. 

Impart to the benevolent, who wifh 
All that are capable of pleafure plea fed, 

A far fuperior happinefs to their’s. 

The comfort of a reafonable joy. 

Man fcarce had rifen, obedient to his call; 

Who formed him from the duft, his future grave,. 
When he was crowned as never king was fince. 
God fet the diadem upon his head. 

And angel choirs attended. Wondering flood 
The new-made monarch, while before him pafled,. 
All happy, and all perfedt in their kind. 

The creatures, fummoned from their various haunts 
To fee their fovereign, and confefs his fway. 

Vaft was his empire, abfolute his power. 

Or bounded only by a law, whofe force 
’Twas his fublimeft privilege to feel 
And own, the law of univerfal love. 

He ruled with meeknefs, they obeyed with joy> 
No cruel purpofe lurked within his heart. 

And no diftruft of his intent in theirs. 
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So Eden was a fcene of harmlefs fport. 

Where kindnefs on his part, who ruled the whole. 
Begat a tranquil confidence in all. 

And fear as yet was not, nor caufe for fear. 

But fin marred all; and the revolt of man. 

That fource of evils not exhaufted yet. 

Was punifhed with revolt of his from him. 

Garden of God, how terrible the change 
Thy groves and lawns then witnefied! Every heart, 
Each aninil of every name, conceived 
A jealoufy and an inftin&ive fear. 

And, confcious of fome danger, either fled 
Precipitate the loathed abode of man. 

Or growled defiance in fuch angry fort. 

As taught him too to tremble in his turn. 

Thus harmony and family accord 
Were driven from Paradife; and in that hour 
The feeds of cruelty, that fince have fwelled 
To fuch gigantic and enormous growth. 

Were fown in human nature’s fruitful foil. 

Hence date the perfection and the pain. 

That man infli&s on all inferior kinds, 

Regardlefs of their plaints. To make’him fport, 
To gratify the frenzy of his wrath, 




Or. his bafe gluttony,, are 
And juft in his account. 

Should fufter torture, and- the 
With blood- of their in habitants *1 
Earth groans beneath the burden of a war'*- 
Waged with defencelefs innocence, while he. 
Not fatisfied to prey on all around. 

Adds tenfold bitternefs to death 'by pangs 
Needlefs, and firft torments ere he devours* * 
Now happieft they, that occupy the femes 
The moft remote from his abhorred refort,. 
Whom once, as delegate of God on earth. 
They feared, and as his perfe& imager loved. 


The wildernefs is their’s, with all its caves. 

Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains, 
Unvifited by man. There they are free,. 

And howl and roar as likes them, uncontrolled 
Nor afk his leave to dumber or to play. 

Wo to the tyrant, if he dare intrude 
Within the confines of their wild domain i 
The lion tells him—I am monarch here*— 

And if he fpare him, fpares him on the terms 
Of royal mercy, and through generous fcorn 
To rend a vi6tinj trembling at his foot. 
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Jn meafure, as by force of inftindt drawn. 

Or by neceflity conftrained, they live 
Dependent upon man 5 thofe in his fields, 

Thefe at his crib, and fome beneath his roof* 
They prove too often at how dear a rate 
He fells proteftion.—Witnefs at his foot 
The fpaniel dying for fome venial fault 
Under difle&ion of the knotted fcourge; 

Witnefs the patient ox, with firipes and yells 
Driven to the daughter, goaded, as he runs. 

To madneis; while the favage at his heels 
Laughs at the frantic fufferer’s fury, fpent 
Upon the guiltlefs paflenger o’erthrown. 

He too is witnefs, nobleft of the train 
That wait on man, the flight-performing horfe 
With unlufpedting readinefs he takes 
His murderer on his back, and pufhed all day 
With bleeding fides and flanks, that heave for 1 
To the far diflant goal, arrives and dies. 

So little mercy fliows who needs fo much! 

Does law, fo jealous in the caufe of man, 
Denounce no doom on the delinquent ? Non 
He lives, and o'er his brimming beaker boafls 
(As if barbarity were high defert) 
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The inglorious feat, and clamorous in praife 
Of the poor brute, feems wifely to fuppofe 
The honours of his matchlefs horfe bis own. 

But many a crime, deemed innocent on earth. 

Is regiftered in heaven ; and thefe no doubt 
Have each their record, with a curfe annexed. 
Man may difmifs compaflion from his heart. 

But God will never. When he charged the Jew 
To aflift his foe’s down-fallen beaft to rife; 

And when the bufh-exploring boy, that feized 
The young, to let the parent bird go free; 

Proved he not plainly that his meaner works 
Are yet his care, and have an intereft all. 

All, in the univerfal Father’s love? 

On Noah, and in him on all mankind. 

The charter was conferred, by which we hold 
The flefh of animals in fee, and claim 
O’er all we feed on power of life and death. 

But read the infirument, and mark it well: 

The oppreflion of a tyrannous control 
Can find no warrant there. Feed then, and yield 
Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous, through fin. 
Feed on the flain, but fpare the living brute! 
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The Governor of all, himfelf to all 
So bountiful, in whofe attentive ear 
The unfledged raven and the lion's whelp 
Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unaffuaged, has interpofed. 

Not feldom, his avenging arm, to fmite 
r i he injurious trampler upon nature’s law, 

That claims forbearance even for a brute. 

He hates the hardnefs of a Balaam’s heart j 
And, prophet as he was, he might not ftrike 
The blamelefs animal, without rebuke, 

On which he rode. Her opportune offence 
^ved him, or the unrelenting feer had died. 

' *e fees that human equity is flack 
To interfere, though in fo juft a caufe; 

And makes the talk, his own. Inlpiring dumb 
And helplefs vidims with a fenfe fo keen 
Of injury, with fuch knowledge of their ftreng 
And fuch fagacity to take revenge, 

That oft the beaft has feemed to judge the ma 
An ancient, not a legendary tale, 

By one of found intelligence rehearfed, 

(It Inch who plead for Provideence may feem 
In modern eyes) (hall make the dodrine dear 
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Where England, ftretched towards the fetting £»n> 
Narrow and long, o’erlooks the weftern wave. 
Dwelt young Mifagathus > a fcorner he 
Of God and goodnefs, atheilf in oftent. 

Vicious in a£t, in temper favage- fierce. 

He journeyed 5 and his chance was as he went 
To join a traveller, of far different note, 

Evander, famed for piety, for years 
Deferving honour, but for wifdom more. 

Fame had not left the venerable man 
A flranger to the manners of the youth, 

Whofe face too was familiar to his view. 

Their way was on the margin of the land. 

O’er the green fummit of the rocks, whofe bafe 
Beats back the roaring furge, fcaree heard fo high. 
The charity, that warmed his heart, was moved 
At tight of the man monfter. With a fmile 
Gentle, and affable, and full of grace. 

As fearful of offending whom he wiflied 
Much to perfuade, he plied his ear with truths 
Not harfhly thundered forth or rudely prefled. 
But, like his purpofe, gracious, kind, and fweet. 
t( And dofl thou dream,” the impenetrable man 
Exclaimed, “ that me the lullabies of age. 



« Need no fuch aids, as fuperftition lends, 

4t To fteel their hearts againft the dread of death.” 
He fpoke, and to the precipice at hand 
Pufhed with a madman’s fury. Fancy fhrinks. 
And the blood thrills and curdles, at the thought 
Of fuch a gulph as he defigned his grave. 

But, though the felon on his back could dare 
The dreadful leap, more rational, his fteed 
Declined the death, and wheeling fwiftly round. 
Or e’er his hoof had preiTed the crumbling verge 
Baffled his rider, faved againft his will. 

The frenzy of the brain may be redrefled 
By medicine well applied, but without grace 
The heart’s infanity admits no cure. 

Enraged the more, by what might have reforme 
His horrible intent, again he fought 
Deitru&ion, with a zeal to be deftroyed. 

With founding whip, and rowels dyed in blood 
But ftill in vain. The Providence, that meant 
A longer date to the far nobler beaft. 

Spared yet again the ignobler for his fake. 
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And now, his prowefs proved, and his fincere 

Incurable obduracy evinced. 

His rage grew cool; and pleafed perhaps to have 

earned. 

So cheaply the renown, of that attempt. 

With looks of fotne complacence he refumed 
His road, deriding much the blank amaze 
Of good Evander, ftill where he was left 
Fixt motionlefs, and petrified with dread. 

So on they fared. Difcoarfe on other themes 
Enfuing feemed to obliterate the paft; 

And tamer far for fo much fury fhown, 

(As is the cowrie of rath and fiery men.) 

The rude companion fmiled, as if transformed. 
But ’twas a tranfient calm. A ftorm was near. 
An unfufpeaed ftorm. His hour was come. 

The impious challenger of Power divine 
Wasnow to learn thatHeaven,though flow to wrath. 

Is never with impunity defied. 

His horie, as he had caught his matter's mood. 
Snorting, and ftarting into fudden rage, 
Unbidden, and not now to be controlled, 

Bullied to the cliff, and having reached it, flood. 
At once the (hock unfeated him: he flew 
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Sheer o’er the craggy barrier; and immerfed 
Deep in the flood, found, when he fought it no , 
The death he had deferred, and died alone. 

So God wrought double juftice; made the fool 
The viflim of his own tremendous choice, 

And taught a brute the way to fafe revenge. 

I would not enter on my lift of friends 
(Tho’ graced with poliftied manners and fine fenfe, 
Yet wanting fenfibility) the man. 

Who needlefsly fets foot upon a worm. 

An inadvertent ltep may crufh the fnail. 

That crawls at evening in the public path} 

But he that has humanity, forewarned. 

Will tread afide and let the reptile live. 

The creeping vermin, loathfome to the fight. 
And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 
A vifitor unwelcome, into fcenes 
Sacred to neatnefs and repofe, the alcove. 

The chamber, or refeaory, may die: 

A neceflary a& incurs no blame. 

Not fo when, held within their proper bounds, 
And guiltlefs of offence, they range the air, 

Or take their pallime in the fpacious field: 
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There they are privileged; and he that hunts 
Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong, 
Difturbs the economy of nature’s realm. 

Who, when the formed, deligned them an abode. 
The fum is this. If man’s convenience, health. 
Or fafety, interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and muft extinguilh their s. 

Elfe they are all—the meaneft things that are. 

As free to live, and to enjoy that life. 

As God was free to form them at the firft. 

Who in his fovereign wifdom made them all. 

Ye therefore, who love mercy, teach your fons 
To love it toe. The fpring-time of our years 
Is foon di (honoured and defiled in raoft 
By budding ills, that alk a prudent hand 
To check them. But alas! none fooner (hoots. 

If unreftrained, into luxuriant growth. 

Than cruelty, moft devililh of them all. 

Mercy to him, that (hows it, is the rule 
And righteous limitation of its adt. 

By which Heaven moves in pardoning guilty man; 
And he that (hows none, being ripe in years. 
And confcious of the outrage he commits, 

Shall feek it, and not find it, in his turn. 
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Diftinguiflied much by reafon, and ftill more 
By our capacity of grace divine, 

From creatures, that exift but for our fake, 
Which, having ferved us, perifh, we are held 
Accountable; and God Come future day 
Will reckon with us roundly for the abufe 
Of what he deems no mean or trivial truft. 
Superior as we are, they yet depend 
Not more on human help than we on their s. 
Their tlrength, or fpeed, or vigilance, were given 
In aid of our defe&s. In fome are found 
Such teachable and apprehenfive parts. 

That man’s attainments in his own concerns, 
Matched with the expertnefs of the brutes m their s 
Are oft-times vanquifhed and'thrown far behind. 
Some fhow that nice fagacity of fmell. 

And read with fuch difeernment, in the port 
And figure of the man, his fecret aim, 

That oft we owe our lafety to a (kill 
We could not teach, and must defpair to learn. 
But learn we might, if not too proud to fioop 
To quadruped infiru&ors, many a good 
And ufeful quality, and virtue too. 

Barely exemplified among ourfelves. 
vor. ii. ^ 
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Attachment never to be weaned, or changed 
By any change of fortune; proof alike 
Againll unkindnefs, abfence, and negleft; 
Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat 
Can move or warp5 and gratitude for fmall 
And trivial favours, lading as the life. 

And gliflening even in the dying eye. 

Man praifes man. Defert in arts or arms 
Wins public honour; and ten tlioufand lit 
Patiently prefent at a facred fong. 
Commemoration-mad 5 content to hear 
(Oh wonderful effect of mufic’s power 1 ) 
Mefliah’s eulogy for Handel’s fake. 

But lefs, methinks, than facrilege might ferve— 
(For was it lefs, what heathen would have dared 
To drip Jove’s ftatue of his oaken wreath, 

And hang it up in honour of a man ? 

Much lefs might ferve, when all that we defigrj 
Is but to gratify an itching ear, 

And give the day to a mufician’s praife. 
Remember Handel? Who, that was not bom 
Deaf as the dead to harmony, forgets. 

Or can, the more than Homer of his age? 


E 0bK VI. THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 22 7 

y es -we remember him; and while we praife 

A talent fo divine, remember too 

That His moft holy book, from whom it came, 

Was never meant, was never ufed before. 

To buckram out the memory of a man. 

But hath !—the mufe perhaps is too fevere; 

And with a gravity beyond the fize 
And meafure of the offence, rebukes a deed 
Lefs impious than abfurd, and owing more 
To want of judgment than to wrong deftgn. 

So in the chapel of old Ely Houfe, , 

When wandcringCharles,who meant to be the third. 
Had fled from William, and the news was frelh. 
The Ample clerk, but loyal, did announce, 

And eke did rear right merrily, two Haves, 

Sung to the praife and glory of King George! 
Man praifes man; and Garrick’s memory next. 
When time hath fomewhat mellowed it, and madi 
The idol of our worfhip while he lived 
The God of our idolatry once more, 

Shall have its altar j and the world fliall go 
In pilgrimage to bow before his fhrine. 

The theatre too fmall fliall fuftocate 

Its fqueezed contents, and more than it admits 

Q 2 



Shall figh at their exclufiop, fto<| fetojay 
Ungratified. For there forne noble lord 
Shallduff his fhoulders with king Richard’sbnpch. 

Or wrap binp&lf la Hamlet’s inky cloak, 

* 

And ftrut, apd dorm, and ftraddle, damp and d$re» 
To (how the world how Garriek did not a£t. 

For Garrick was a worfhipper himfelf; 

He drew the liturgy, and framed the rites 
And folemn ceremonial of the day. 

And called the world to worfliip on the banks 
Of Avon, famed in long. Ah, pleafant proof 
That piety has dill ip human hearts 
Some place, # fpark or two not yet ex.tin£k. 

The mulberry-tree was hung with blooming wreaths; 
The mulberry-tree dood centre of the dance; 

The mulberry-tree was hymned with duldet airs; 
And from his touchwood trunk the mulberry-tree 
Supplied fuch relics as devotion holds 
Still facred, and preferves with pious care. 

So ’fwas an hallowed time! decorum reigned. 
And mirth without offence. No few returned, 
Doubtlefs, moph edified, and all refrefhed. 

._Man praifes man. The rabble all alive 

From ttp.pl.ing benches, - cellars, ft alls, and dyes. 




300K VI. THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 229 

Swarm in the Greets. The datefman of the day, 
A pompous and flow-moving pageant, comes. 
Some thout him, and fame hang upon his car. 

To gaze in s eyes, and blefs him. Maidens wave 
Their 'kerchiefs, and old women weep for joy: 
While others, not fo fatisded, unhorfe 
The gilded equipage, and turning loofe 
His deeds ufurp a place they well deferve. 

Why? what has charmed them? Hath he faved 
the date ? 

No. Doth he purpofe its falvation? No. 
Enchanting novelty, that moon at full, 

That finds out every crevice of the head. 

That is not found and perfect, hath in their’s 
Wrought this dirturbance. But the wane is neat 
And his own cattle mud fuffice him foon. 

Thus idly do we wade the breath of praife, 

And dedicate a tribute, in its ufe 
And jud dire&ion facred, to a thing 
Doomed to the dud, or lodged already there. 
Encomium in old time was poets workj 
But poets, having lavifhly long fince 
Exhaufted all materials of the art, 

The talk now falls into the public hand; 
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And I, contented with an humbler theme, 

Have poured my ftream of panegyric down 
The vale of nature, where it creeps, and winds 
Among her lovely works with a fecure 
And unambitious courfe, refle&ing clear. 

If not the virtues, yet the worth, of brutes. 

And I am recompenfed, and deem the toils 
Of poetry not loft, if verfe of mine 
May ftand between an animal and woe, 

And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge. 

The groans of nature in this nether world, 
Which Heaven has heard for ages, have an end. 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets fung, 

Whofe tire was kindled at the prophets’ lamp. 
The time of reft, the promifed fabbath, comes. 
Si* thoufand years of forrovv have well nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy and difaftrous courfe 
Over a finful world; and what remains 
Of this tempeftuous ftate of human things 
Is merely as the working of a fea 
Before a calm, that rocks itfelf to reft: 

For He, whofe car the winds are, and the clouds 
The duft, that waits upon his fultry march, 
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When fin hath moved him, and his wrath is hot. 
Shall vifit earth in mercy; foall defcend 
Propitious in his chariot paved with love; 

And what his ftorms have blafted and defaced 
For man’s revolt ihall with a fmile repair. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy; too fweet 
Not to be wronged by a mere mortal touch: 

Nor can the wonders it records be fung 
To meaner mufic, and not fuffer lofs. 

But when a poet, or when one like me. 

Happy to rove among poetic flowers. 

Though poor in fkill to rear them, lights at laft 
On fome fair theme, fome theme divinely fair. 
Such is the impulfe and the fpur he feels 
To give it praife proportioned to its worth. 

That not to attempt it, arduous as he deems 
The labour, were a talk more arduous ft ill. 

Oh fcenes furpafling fable, and yet true. 
Scenes of accompliftied blifs; which who can f< 
Though but in diftant profpeft, and not feel 
His foul refrefhed with foretafte of the joy? 
Rivers of gladnefs water all the earth* 



232 


THE TASS* 


BOOK Vlv 


<5 clothe all climes with beauty; the reproach 
Of barreunefc is paft. The fruitful field 
Laughs with abundance; and the land, once lean,. 
Or fertile only in its own difgrace. 

Exults to fee its thiftly curfe repealed. 

The various feafons woven into one. 

And that one feafon an eternal fpring. 

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence. 
For there is none to covet, all are full. 

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear 

Graze with the fearlefs flocks; all balk at noorr 

Together, or all gambol in the lhade 

Of the fame grove, and drink one common firearm 

Antipathies are none. No foe to man 

Lurks in the ferpent now: the mother fees. 

And fmiles to fee, her infant’s playful hand 
Stretched forth to dally with the crefted worm> 

To ftroke.his azure neck, or to receive 
The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue. 

All creatures worlhip man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error has no place: 

That creeping peftilence is driven away; 

The breath of heaven has chafed it. In the heart 
No pafiion touches a difcordant firing. 
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But all is harmony and love. Difeafe 
Is not: the pure and uncontaminate blood 
Holds its due courfe, nor fears the froft of age. 
One fong employs all nations 5 and all cry, 

“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was llain for us!’* 
The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain tops 
from diftant mountains catch the flying joy; 

Till nation after nation taught the ftrain. 

Earth rolls the rapturous Hofanna round. 

Behold the meafure of the promife filled; 

See Salem built, the labour of a God! 

Bright as a fun the facred city fhines; 

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth 
Flock to that light; the glory of all lands 
Flows into her; unbounded is her joy. 

And endlefs her increafe. Thy rams are there, 
* Nebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there; 

The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind, 
And Saba s lpicy groves, pay tribute there. 
Fraife is in all her gates: upon her walls, 


r f th t 1 and Cdar ’ thC f ° nS ° f lfhmael > and Progenitors 

' f Ara ^’ ln the P ro Phetic fcripture here alluded to, may 
- ° nably confid ered as reprefcntatives of the Gentiles at 
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And in her, ftreets, ,and in her ipacmi»5*g^y^ 
Is heard falvation. Eaftern Java there. 

Kneels with the native of tlie fartheft wed;-'*'^ 
And ^Ethiopia fpreads abroad die hand, v 
And worfliips. Her report has travelled forth 
Into all lands. From, every clime they come 
To fee thy beauty and to lhare thy joy, 

O Sion! an affembly fuch as earth 

Saw never, fuch as Heaven ftoops down to fee. 


Thus heaven-ward all things tend. For all were 
once 

* 

Perfect, and all mud be at length reftored. 

So God has greatly purpofed; who would elfe 
In his difhonoured works himfelf endure 
Hilhonour, and be wronged without redrefs. 
Hade then, and wheel away a fhattered world. 

Ye flow-revolving feafons! we would fee 
(A light to which our eyes are flrangers yet) 

A world, that does not dread and bate his laws. 
And fuffer for its crime; would learn how fair 
The creature is that God pronounces good. 

How pleafant in itfelf what pleafes him. 

Here every drop of honey hides a ding; 
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Worms wind themfelves into our tweeted flowers; 
And ev'n the joy, that haply tome poor heart 
Derives from heaven, pure as the fountain is. 

Is rallied in the ttream, taking a taint 
From touch of human lips, at belt impure. 

Oh for a world in principle as chafte 
As tliis is grofs and felfifh! over which 
Cuftom and prejudice fhall bear no fway, 

That govern all things here, (houldering afide 
The meek and modeft truth, and forcing her 
To feek a refuge from the tongue of ftrife 
In nooks obfcure, far from the ways of men: 
Where violence fhall never lift the fword, 

Nor cunning juftify the proud man s wrong. 
Leaving the poor no remedy but tears: 

Where he, that fills an office, fhall efteem 
The occafion it prefents of. doing good 
More than the perquifite: where law fhall fpeafc 
Seldom, and never but as wifdom prompts 
And equity} not jealous more to guard 
A worthlefs form, than to decide aright: 

Where fafhion fhall not fandify abufe, 

Nor fmooth good-breeding (fupplemental grace) 

With lean performance ape the work of love! 

1 
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Come then, and added to thy many crowns, 
Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth, 

Thou who alone art worthy! It was thine 
Ry ancient covenant, ere natures birth; 

And thou haft made it thine by purchafe fince. 
And overpaid its value with thy blood. 

Thy faints proclaim thee king; and in their hearts 
Thy title is engraven with a pen 
Dipt in the fountain of eternal love. 

Thy faints proclaim thee king; and thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they fee 
The dawn of thy laft advent, long-defired. 

Would creep into the bowels of the hills, 

And flee for fafety to the falling rocks. 

The very fpirit of the world is tired 
Of its own taunting queftion, aiked fo long, 

“ Where is the promife ol your Lord s approach t 
The infidel has fhot his bolts away, 

Till his exhaufted quiver yielding none, 

He gleans the blunted fhafts, that have recoileu. 
And aims them at the flueld of truth again. 

The veil is rent, rent too by prieftly bands. 

That hides divinity from mortal eyes; 

And all the myfteries to faith propofed. 
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Infulted and traduced, are call afide. 

As ufelefs, to the moles and to the bats. 

They now are deemed the faithful, and are praifed. 
Who conftant only in rejecting thee, 

Deny thy Godhead with a martyr’s zeal. 

And quit their office for their error’s fake. 

Blind, and in love with darknefs! yet even thefe 
Worthy, compared with fycophants, who knee 
Thy name adoring, and then preach thee man t 
So fares thy church. But how thy church may fare 
The world takes little thought. Who will may 
preach, 

And what they will. All pallors are alike 
To wandering ffieep, refolved to follow none. 
Two gods divide them all—Plea fare and Gain: 
For thefe they live, they fa orifice to thefe. 

And in their fervice wage perpetual war 
With confcienceand with thee. Luft in their hearts, 
And mifehief in their hands, they roam the earth 
To prey upon each other; ftubborn, fierce, 
High-minded, foaming out their own difgrace. 
Thy prophets fpeak of fuchj and, noting down 
The features of the laft degenerate times, 

Exhibit every lineament of thefe. 



23 S THE TASK. BOOK VI.' 

Come then, and added to thy many crowns, 

* :> 

Receive yet one, as radiant as the reft, 

Due to thy laft and moft effe&ual work, 

Thy word fulfilled, the conqueft of a world! 

He is the happy man, whofe life ev’n now 
Shows fomewhat of that happier life to come; 
Who, doomed to an obfcure but tranquil ftate. 

Is pleafed with it, and, were he free to cboofe, 
Would make his fate his choice; whom peace, the 
fruit 

Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 

Prepare for happinefs; befpeak him one 
Content indeed to fojourn while he muft 
Below the Ikies, but having there his home. 

The world o’erlooks him in her bufy fearch 
Of objefts, more illuftrious in her view; 

And, occupied as earneftly as the. 

Though more fublimely, he o’erlooks the world. 
She fcorns bis pleafures, for ihe knows them not; 
He feeks not her’s, for he has proved them vain. 
He cannot ikim the ground like fummer birds 
Purfuing gilded flies; and fuch he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 
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Therefore in contemplation is his blifs, 

Whofe power is fucb, that whom fhelidsfrom earth 
She makes familiar with a heaven unfeen. 

And (hows him glories yet to be revealed. 

Not flothful be, though teeming unemployed. 
And cenfured oft as ufelefs. Stilled dreams 
Oft water faired meadows, and the bird. 

That‘flutters lead, is longed on the wing. 

Afk him, indeed, what trophies he has raifed. 

Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purpofes, and he fhall anfwer—•None. 

His warfare is within.. There unfatigued 
His fervent fpirit labours. There he fights. 

And there obtains frefh triumphs o'er himfelf. 

And never withering wreaths, compared with which 
The laurels that a Caefar reaps are weeds. 

Perhaps the felf-approving haughty world, 

That as fhe fweeps him with her whidling filks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if fhe fee, 

Deems him a cypher in the works of God, 

Receives advantage from his noifelefs hours. 

Of which fhe little dreams. Perhaps fhe owes 
Her funfhine and her rain, her blooming fpring 
And plenteous harved, to the prayer he makes. 
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When, Ifaac like, the folitary faint 
Walks forth to meditate at even-tide, 

And think on her, who thinks not for herfelf. 
Forgive him then, thou budler in concerns 
Of little worth, an idler in the bed:. 

If, author of no mifchief and fome good, 

He feek his proper happinefs by means. 

That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 
Nor, though he tread the lecret path of life. 
Engage no notice, and enjoy much eafe. 
Account him an incumbrance on the date, 
Receiving benefits, and rendering none. 

His fphere though humble, if that humble fphen 
Shine with his fair example, and though fmali 
His influence, if that influence all be fpent 
In toothing forrow and in quenching Ante, 

In aiding helplefs indigence, in works, 

From which at lead a grateful few derive 
Some tafie of comfort in a world of wo, 

Then let the fupercilious great confels 
He ferves his country, rerompenfes well 
The date, beneath the diadow of whofe vine 
He fits fecure, and in the fcale of life 
Holds no ignoble, though a dighted, place. 
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The man, whole virtues are more feU than feen, 
Muft drop indeed the hope of publie praife; 

But he may boaft what few that win it can. 

That if his country ftand not by his 1 ' 

At lead his follies have not wrought her tall. 

Tohte refinement offers him in vain 

Her golden tube, through which a fenfual wor d 
Draws grofs impunity, and likes it well. 

The neat conveyance hiding all the offence. 

Not that he peevifhly rejefts a mode 
Becaufe that world adopts it. If it be ® r 
The damp and clear impreffion of good fenfe. 
And be not coftly more than of true worth. 

He puts it on, and for decorum fake 
Can wear it e’en as gracefully as fhe. 

6he judges of refinement by the eye. 

He by the teft of confcience, and a heart 
Not foon deceived; aware that what is bafe 
No polifli can make fterling; and that vice. 
Though well perfumed and elegantly drefied. 
Like an unburied carcafe tricked with flower 
Is but a garniflied nuilance, fittei far 
For cleanly riddance than for fair attire. 

So life glides fmoothly and by ftealth away, 
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More golden than that age of fabled gold 
Renowned in ancient fong; not vexed with care 
Or ftained with guilt, beneficent, approved 
Of God and man, and peaceful in its end. 

So glide my life away! and fo at laft, 

My {hare of duties decently fulfilled, 

May tome difeafe, not tardy to perform 
Its defined office, yet with gentle Broke, 

Difmifs me weary to a fafe retreat, 

Beneath the turf, that I have often trod. 

Jr fliall not grieve me then, that once, when called 
To drefs a Sofa with the flowers of verfe, 

I played awhile, obedient to the fair, 

With that light talk; but foon, to pleafe her more, 
Whom Bowers alone I knew would little pleafe. 
Let fall the unfiniffied wreath, and roved for fruit , 
Rovedfar, and gathered much: fomeharfh/tistrue. 
Picked from the thorns and briars of reproof, 

Rut whole fome, well-digefied; grateful fome 
To palates, that can tafte immortal truth j 
Infipid elfe, and fure to be defpifed. 

But all is in his hand, whofe praife I feek. 

In vain the poet fings, and the world hears, 

If he regard not, though divine the theme. 
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•Xis not in artful meafures, in the chime 
And idle tinkling of a minftrel’s lyre. 

To charm his ear, whofe eye is on the heart; 
Whole frown can difappoint the proudeft ftraan 
Whofe approbation—profper even mine. 




EPISTLE. 


TO 

JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 


Dear Joseph— five and twenty years ago— 

Alas how time efcapes ! ’tis even fo 
With frequent intercourle, and always fweet, -n 
A nd always friendly, we were wont to cheat j* 
A tedious hour—and now we never meet! 

As fome grave gentleman in Terence fays, 

(’Twas therefore much the fame in ancient days) 
Good lack, we know not what to-morrow brings 
Strange fluauation of all human things! 

True. Changes will befall, and friends may part. 
But diftance only cannot change the heart: 

And, were I called to prove the affertion true. 
One proof {hovdd ferve—a reference to you. 
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Whence comes it then, that in the wane of life. 
Though nothing have occurred to kindle ftrife. 
We find the friends we fancied we had won. 
Though numerous once, reduced to few or none? 
Can gold glow worthlefs that has flood the touch ? 
No j gold they feemed, but they were never fuch. 

Horatio’s fervant once, with bow and cringe. 
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge. 
Dreading a negative, and overawed 
Left he fhould trefpafs, begged to go abroad. 

Go, fellow!—whither?—turning fhort about— 
Nay. Stay at home—you are always going out. 
’Tis but a ftep, fir, juft at the ftreet’s end.— 

For what?—An pleafe you, fir, to fee a friend.— 
A friend! Horatio cried, and feemed to ftart— 
Yea marry fhalt thou, and with all my heart.— 
And fetch my cloakj for though the night be raw 
I’ll fee him too—the firft I ever faw. 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild. 

And was his plaything often when a child; 

But fomewhat at that moment pinched him clofe, 
Elfe he was feldom bitter or morofe. 
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JOSEPH HILL, *Sa. 

p „ h aps his confidence juft then betrayed. 

Perhaps m* fpeech he 

His grief might prompt him witn m y 

Perhaps ’twas mere good-humour gave . btrth. 
The harmlefs play of pleafantry and mirth. 
Howe’er it was, his language, in my mind 
Befpoke at lead a man that knew mankmd. 

But not to moralize too much, and drain 
To prove an evil of which all complain, 

(1 hate long arguments verbofely fpun) 

One dory more, dear Hill, and I have done. 
Once on a time an emperor, a wife man. 

No matter where, in China or Japan, 

Decreed that whofoever Ihould offend 
Againd the well-known duties of a friend, 
Conviaed once diould ever after wear 
But half a coat, and (how his bofom bare. 

The punidiment importing this, no doubt 
That all was naught within, and all found out. 


Oh happy Britain! we have not to fear 
Such hard and arbitrary meafure here; 
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Elfe, could a law, like that which I relate, 

Once have the fan&ion of our triple hate, 

Some few, that I have known in days of old, 
Would run mod dreadful rifk of catching cold; 
While you, my friend, whatever wind fhould blow* 
Might traverfe England fafely to and fro. 

An honcft man, clofe-buttoned to the chin, 
Broad-cloth without, and a warm heart within. 
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tirocinium. 


It is not from his form, in which we trace 
Strength joined with beauty, dignity with grace. 
That man, the matter of this globe, derives 
His right of empire over all that lives.. 

That form indeed, the affociate of a mind 
Vaft in its powers, ethereal in its kind. 

That form, the labour of almighty Mil, 

Framed for the fervice of a free-born will, 
Afferts precedence, and befpeaks control. 

But borrows all its grandeur from the foul. 

Hers is the Hate, the fplendour, and the throne. 
An intellectual kingdom, all her own. 

For her the memory fills her ample page 
With truths poured down from every ditlant ag. 
For her amaffes an unbounded ftore. 

The wifdom of great nations, now no more; 

« 
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Though laden, not incumbered with her fpoil; 
Laborious, yet uncon fcious of her toil 5 
When copioufly fupplied, then moft enlarged; 
Still to be fed, and not to be furcharged. 

For her the fancy, roving unconfined. 

The prefent mufe of every penfive mind. 

Works magic wonders, adds a brighter hue 
To nature’s fcenes than nature ever knew. 

At her command winds rife and waters roar, 
Again the lays them numbering on the fhorej 
With flower and fruit the wildemefs fupplies. 

Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp arife. 

For her the judgment, umpire in the firife 
That grace and nature have to wage through life. 
Quick-lighted arbiter of good and ill. 

Appointed fage preceptor to the will. 

Condemns, approves, and with a faithful voice 
Guides the decifion of a doubtful choice. 

Why did the fiat of a God give birth 
To yon fair fun and his attendant earth? 

And, when defcending he refigns the flues. 

Why takes the gentler moon her turn to rife, 
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Whom ocean feels through all his countlefs waves. 
And owns her power on every ftiore he laves? 

Why do the feafons dill enrich the year. 

Fruitful and young as in their firft career? 

Spring hangs her infant bloffoms on the trees. 
Rocked in the cradle of the weftern breeze j 
Summer in hafte the thriving charge receives 
Beneath the (hade of her expanded leaves. 

Till autumn’s fiercer heats and plenteous dews 
Dye them at laft in all their glowing hues.— 
'Twere wild profufion all, and bootlefs watte. 
Power mifemployed, munificence mifplaced, 

Had not its author dignified the plan. 

And crowned it with the majefty of man. 

Thus formed, thus placed, intelligent, and taught, 
Took where he will, the wonders God has wrought. 
The wildeft fcorner of his Matter’s laws 
Finds in a fober moment time to paufe. 

To prefs the important queftion on his heart, 

“ Why formed at all, and wherefore as thou art?’ 
If man be what he feems, this hour a Have, 

The next mere duft and afhes in the grave) 
Endued with reafon only to defcry 

His crimes and follies with an aching eye* 

7 



256 


tirocinium: or, a 


With pafiions, juft that he may prove, with pain. 
The force he fpends againft their fury vain5 
And if, foon after having burnt, by turns. 

With every luft, with which frail nature burns. 
His being end where death diffolves the bond. 

The tomb take all, and all be blank beyond; 

Then he, of all that nature has brought forth. 
Stands felf-impeached the creature of leaft worth. 
And ufelefs while he lives, and when fre dies. 
Brings into doubt the wifdom of the Ikies. 

Truths,that thelearned purfue with eager thought, 
Are not important always as dear-bought. 

Proving at laft, though told in pompous ftrains, 

A childith wafte of philofophic pains; 

But truths, on which depends our main concern. 
That ’tis our fhame and mifery not to learn. 

Shine by the fide of every path we tread 
With fucli a luftre, he that runs may read. 

’Tis true that, if to trifle life away 
Down to the fun-fet of their lateft day. 

Then perifh on futurity’s wide fhore 
like fleeting exhalations, found no more. 



257 


heview of schools. 


Were all that Heaven required of human kind. 
And all the plan their deftiny defigned, 

What none could reverence all might jufily blamfe, 
And man would breathe but for his Maker’s ihame. 
But reafon heard, and nature well perufed. 

At once the dreaming mind is difabufed. 


If all we find poflefling earth, fea, air, 

Reflea his attributes, who placed them there, 


Fulfil thepurpofe, and appear defigned 
Proofs of the wifdom of the all-feeing mind, 

’Tis plain the creature, whom he chofe to inveft 
With king;Ai ip and dominion o’er the red, 


Received his nobler nature, and was made 
Fit for the power, in which he (lands arrayed. 


That firft or laft, hereafter if not here. 

He too might make his author’s wifdom clear, 
Praife him on earth, or obftinately dumb 


Suffer his juftice in a world to come. 

This once believed, ’twere logic mifapplied 
To prove a confequence by none denied. 

That we are bound to caft the minds of youth 
' Betimes into the mould of heavenly truth. 
That taught of God they may indeed be wife. 
Nor ignorantly wandering mifs the Ikies. 
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In early days the confcience has in moft 
A quicknefs, which in later life is loft : 

Preferved from guilt by falutary fears. 

Or guilty foon relenting into tears. 

Too carelefs often, as our years proceed. 

What friends we fought with, or what books we read. 
Our parents yet exert a prudent care 
To feed our infant minds with proper fare; 

And wifely ftore the nurfery by degrees 
With wholefome learning, yet acquired with eafe. 
Neatly fecured from being foiled or torn 
Beneath a pane of thin tranflucent horn, 

A book (to pleafe us at a tender age 
lis called a book, though but a tingle page) 
Prelents the prayer the Saviour deigned to teach. 
Which children ufe, and parfons—when they 
preach. 

Lifping our tyllables, we fcramble next 
Through moral narrative, or facred text; 

And learn with wonder how this world began. 

Who made, who marred, and who has ranfomed, 
man. 

Points, which unlefs the fcripture made them plain, 
The wife ft heads might agitate in vain. 
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Othou, whom, borne on fancy’s eager wing 
Back to the feafon of life’s happy fpring, 

I pleafed remember, and while memory yet 
Holds faft her office here, can ne’er forget; 
Ingenious dreamer, in whofe well-told tale 
Sweet fi&ion and fweet truth alike prevail; 
Whofehumorous vein, ftrong fenfe,and ftmple ftylfe, 
May teach the gayeft, make the graved: fmile; 
Witty, and well employed, and like thy Lord, 
Speaking in parables his flighted word; 

I name thee not, left fo defpiied a name 
Should move a fneer at thy deferved fame; 

Yet ev’n in tranfttory life’s late day, 

That mingles all my brown with fober gray. 
Revere the man, whofe pilgrim marks the road, 
And guides the Progress of the foul to God. 
’Twere well with raoft, if books, that could engage 
Their childhood, pleafed them at a riper age; 
The man, approving what had charmed the boy, 
Would die at laft in comfort, peace and joy; 

And not with curfes on his heart, who ftole 
The gem of truth from his unguarded foul. 

The ftamp of artlefs piety imprefled 
By kind tuition on his yielding bread, 

S 2 
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The youth now bearded, and yet pert and raw. 
Regards with fcorn, though once received with awe; 
And, warped into the labyrinth of lies. 

That babblers, called philosophers, devife, 
Blafphemes his creed, as founded on a plan ■ 
Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man. 

Touch but his nature in its ailing part, 

Aflfert the native evil of his heart. 

His pride refents the charge, although the proof * 
Rife in his forehead, and feem rank enough: 
Point to the cure, describe a Saviour’s crofs 
As God’s expedient to retrieve his lofs. 

The young apoftate fickens at the view. 

And hates it with the malice of a Jew. 

How weak the barrier of mere nature proves, 
Oppofed againft the pleafures nature loves! 

While felf-betrayed, and wilfully undone. 

She longs to yield, no fooner wooed than won. 
Try now the merits of this bleft exchange 
Of modeft truth for wit’s eccentric range. 

’Time was, he clofed as he began the day 
With decent duty, not athamed to pray: 


* See 2 Chron. ch. xxvi. ver. 19, 
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The praftice was a bond upon his heart, 

A pledge he gave for a confident part} 

Nor could he dare prefumptuoufly difpleafe 
A power, confeffed fo lately on his knees. 

But now farewell all legendary tales, 

The lhadows fly, philofophy pYevails ; 
prayer to die winds, and caution to the waves; 
Religion makes the free by nature flaves. 

Priefts have invented, and the world admired 
What knavifli priefts promulgate as infpired; 

Till reafon, now no longer overawed, 

Refumes her powers, and fpurns the clumfy fraud; 
And, common-fenfe diftufing real day. 

The meteor of the gofpel dies away. 

Such rhapfodies our (hrewd difcerning youth 
Learn from expert inquirers after truth ; 

Whofe only care, might truth prefume to fpeak. 

Is not to find what they profefs to feek. 

And thus, well-tutored only while we fhare 
A mother’s le&ures and a nurfe’s care; 

And taught at fchools much mythologic fluff*. 
But found religion Sparingly enough; 

. * The author begs leave to explain.—Senlible that, without 
fuch knowledge, neither the ancient poets nor hiftorians can 
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Our early notices of truth, difgraced'. 

Soon lofe their credit, and are all effaced. 

Would you your fon (heuld be a fot or dunce, 
Lafcivious, headftrong, or all thefe at once; 

That in good time the (tripling s finiftied tafte 
For loofe expenfe, and fafhionable wade. 

Should prove your ruin, and his own at laft; 

Train him in public with a mob of boys, 

Childifh in mifchief only and in noife, 

Elfe of a mannilh growth, and five in ten 
In infidelity and lewdnefs men. 

There (hall he learn, ere fifteen winters old. 

That authors are moft ufeful pawned or fold; 

That pedantry is all that fchools impart. 

But taverns teach the knowledge of the heart; 
There waiter Dick, with Bacchanalian lays. 

Shall win his heart, and have his drunken praife. 
His counfellor and bofom-friend (hall prove. 

And fome ftreet-pacing harlot his firft love. 

be tafted, or indeed, underftood, he does not mean ia cenfure, 
the pains that are taken to inftruft a fchool-boy in the religion 
of-the heathen, but merely that negleft of Chrillian culture 
which leaves him fhamefulLy ignorant of his own. 
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Schools, unlefs difcipline were doubly ftrong, 
Detain their adolefcent charge too long; 

The management of tiros of eighteen 
Is difficult, their punifhment obfcene. 

The flout tall captain, whofe fuperior hze 
The minor heroes view with envious eyes. 

Becomes their pattern, upon whom they fix 
Their whole attention, and ape all his tricks. 

His pride, that fcorns to obey or to fubmit. 

With them is courage; his effrontery wit. 

His wild excurfions, window-breaking feats, 
Robbery of gardens, quarrels in the ftreets, 

His hair-breadth Tcapes, and all his daring fchemes, 
Tranfport them, and are made their favourite themes 
In little bofoms fuch achievements ftrike 
A kindred fpark; they burn to do the like. 

Thus, half-accomplifhed ere he yet begin 
To fhow the peeping down upon his chin; 

And, as maturity of years comes on, 

Made juft the adept that you defigned your fon; 
To enfure the perfeverance of his courfe, 

And give your monftrous projedt all its force* 
Send him to college. If he there be tamed, 

Or in one article of vice reclaimed, 
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Where no regard of ordinances is fhavpn 
Or looked for now, the fault moft bp his own. . 
Some fneaking virtue lurks in him, no do|jbt» 
Where neither firumpets’ charms, aor 4riokiag-l 
bout, | 

Nor gambling practices, can find it out. 

Such youths of fpirit, and that fpirit too. 

Ye nurferies of our boys, we owe to you: 
Though from ourfelves the mifchief more proceeds* 
For public fchools ’tis public folly feeds. 

The flaves of cuftora and eftablithed mode. 

With pack-horfe conftancy we keep the road. 
Crooked or firaight, through quags or thorny dells. 
True to the jingling of our leader’s bells. 

To follow foolifh precedents, and wink 
With both our eyes, is eaher than to think: 

And fuch an age as our s baulks no expenfe. 
Except ot caution and of comraon-fenfej 
Elfe fure notorious faa and proof fo plain 
^ ould turn our fteps into a wifer train. 

I blame not thole, who with what care they can 
O’erwatch the numerous and unruly clan; 

Or, if I blame, tis only that they dare 
Promife a work, of which they muft delpair. 

7 
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Have ye, ye Cage intendants of the whole. 

An ubiquarian prefence and centroid, 

EUftia’s eye, that when Gehazi ftrayed, 

Went with him, and faw all the game he played. 
Yes-ye are confcious* and on all the (helves 
Your pupils ftrike upon, have (truck yourfelves. 

Or if by nature fuher, ye had then, 

Boys as ye were, the gravity of men; 

Ye knew at lead, by conftant proofs addreffed 
To ears and eyes, the vices of the reft. 

But ye connive at what ye cannot cure. 

And evils, not to be endured, endure. 

Left power exerted, but without fuccefs, 

Should make the little ye retain (till lefs. 

Ye once were juftly famed for bringing forth 
Undoubted fcholarihip and genuine worth; 

And in the firmament of fame ftill (bines 
A glory, bright as that of all the figns, V 

Of poets raifed by you, and ftatefmen, and di-J 

vines. 

Peace to them all! thofe brilliant times are fled. 
And no fuch lights are kindling in their (lead. 
Our ftriplings (hine indeed, but with fuch rays. 
As fet the midnight riot in. a blaze* 
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And feena, if judged by their exprefiive looks,. 
Deeper in none than in their furgeons* books. 

Say mufe, (for education made the fong. 

No mufe can hefitate or linger long) 

What caufes move us, knowing as we mud. 

That thefe menageries all fail their- trull. 

To fend our fons to fcout and fcamper there. 
While-colts and puppies coll us fo much care? 

Be it a weaknefs, it deferves fome praife. 

We love the play-place of our early days; - 
The fcene.is touching, and the heart is done. 
That feels not at that fight, and feels at none. 

The wall on which we tried our graving {kill. 
The very name we carved fubfiding dill; 

The bench on which we fat while deep employed, 
Tho’ mangled,hacked,and hewed,notyet dedroyed: 
The little ones, unbuttoned, glowing hot. 

Playing our games, and on the very fpot; 

As happy as we once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw; 

To pitch the ball into the grounded hat. 

Or drive it devious with a dexterous pat; 

(j 
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The pleafing fpe&acle at once excites 
Such recolledion of our own delights, 

That viewing it, we feem almoil to obtain 
Out innocent fweet fitnple years again. 

This fond attachment to the well-known place. 
Whence firft we darted into life's long race. 
Maintains its hold with fuch unfailing fway, 

We feel it ev'n in age, and at our lated day. 

Hark! how the fire of chits, whofe future ihare 
Of claflic food begins to be his care, 

With his own likenefs placed on either knee, 
Indulges all a father's heart-felt glee; 

And tells them, as he drokes their fdver locks. 
That they mud foon learn Latin, and to box; 
Then turning he regales his lidening wife 
With all the adventures of his early life; 

His drill in coachmanlhip, or in driving chaife. 
In bilking tavern bills, and fpouting plajs; 

What thifts he ufed, detefted in a fcrape, 

How he was flogged, or had the luck to efcape; 
What dims he lod at play, and how he fold 
Watch, feals, and all-till all his pranks are told 
Retrying thus his frolics, (’tis a name 
That palliates deeds of folly and of fhame) 
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He gives the local bias all its fway; 

Refolves that v^ere he played his fbns (hall play. 
And deflines their bright genius to be fhown 
Juft in the fcene, where he difplayed his own. 
The meek and balhful boy will loon be taught. 
To be as bold and forward as he ought; 

The rude will fcuffie through with eafe enough. 
Great fchools fuit beft the fturdy and the rough. 
Ah happy defignation, prudent choice, 

The event is fure; expert it; and rejoice! 

Soon fee your with fulfilled in either child, 

The pert made perter, and the tame made wild. 

The great indeed, by titles, riches, birth, 
Excufed the incumbrance of more folid worth. 
Are beft difpofed of where with moft fuccefs 
They may acquire that confident addrefs, 

Thofe habits of profufe and lewd expenfe. 

That fcorn of all delights but thofe of fenfe. 
Which, though in plain plebeians we condemn. 
With fo much reafon all expe£t from them. 

But families of lels illuftrious fame, 

Whofe chief diftin&ion is their fpotlefs name. 
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Whofe heirs, their honours none, their incomefdaall, 
Mufl fhine by true defert, or not at all. 

What dream they of, that with fo little care 
They rife their hopes, their deareft treafure, there. 
They dream of little Charles or William graced 
With wig prolix, down flowing to his waift} 

They fee the attentive crowds his talents draw. 
They hear him fpeak—the oracle of law. 

The father, who defigns his babe a pneft. 
Dreams him epifcopally fuch at leaftj 
And, while the playful jockey fcours the room 
Brifkly, aftride upon the parlour broom. 

In fancy fees him more fuperbly ride 

In coach with purple lined and mitres on its fide 

Events improbable and ftrange as thefe. 

Which only a parental eye forefees, 

A public fchool fhall bring to pafs with eafe. 
But how ? relides fuch virtue in that air. 

As mud create an appetite for prayer ? 

And will it breathe into him all the zeal, 

That candidates for fuch a prize fhould feel. 
To take the lead and be the foremoft hill 
In all true worth and literary fkill ? 
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tc All blind to bright futurity, untaught 
“ The knowledge of the world, and dull of thought! 
“ Church-ladders are not always mounted beft 
f‘ By learned clerks and Latinifts profefled- 
The exalted prize demands an upward look, 

“ Not to be found by poring on a book. 

“ Small fkill in Latin, and hill lefs in Greek, 

(< Is more than adequate to all I feek. 

<( Let erudition grace him or not grace, 

“ I give the bauble but the fecond place; 

“ His wealth, fame, honours, all that I intend, 
te Sub fill and centre in one point—a friend. 

“ A friend, whate’er he ftudies or negle&s, 

“ Shall give him confequence, heal all defe6ts. 
i( His intercourfe with peers and fons of peers— 
“ There dawns the fplendour of his future years; 
‘ c In that bright quarter his propitious ikies 
“ Shall bluih betimes, and there his glory rife. 

«< Your Lord/hipy and Your Grace ! what fchool can 
if teach 

'* A rhetoric equal to thofe parts of fpeech? 

« What need of Homer’s verfe or Tully’s profe, 

** Sweet interje&ions! if he learn but thofe ? 
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« L et reverend churls his ignorance rebuke, ^ 
a who ftarve upon a dog’s-eared Pentateuch, ^ J 
« The parfon knows enough,who knows a du e. 
Egregious purpofe! worthily begun 
In barbarous proftitution of your fonj 
Prefled on his part by means, that would difgrace 
A ferivener’s clerk or footman out of place. 

And ending, if at lall its end be gained, 

In facrilege, in God’s own houfe profaned. 

It may fucceed; and, if his fins Should call 
For more than common punishment, it Shall, 

The wretch {hall rife, and be the thing on earth 
Leaft qualified in honour, learning, worth. 

To occupy-a facred, awful poll, 

In which the beft and worthiefi tremble moft. 
The royal letters are a thing of courfe, 

A king, that would, might recommend his horfej 
And deans, no doubt, and chapters, with one voice, 
As bound in duty, would confirm the choice. 
Behold your bifiiop! well he plays his part, 
Chriftian in name, and infidel in heart, 

Ghoftly in office, earthly in his plan, 

A Have at court, elfewhere a lady’s man. 
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Dumb as a fenator, and as a pried 
A piece of mere church-furniture at bed; 

To live edranged from God his total fcope, 

And his end fure, without one glimpfe of hope. 
But fair although and feafible it feem. 

Depend not much upon your golden dream; 

For providence, that feems concerned to exempt 
The hallowed bench from abl'olute contempt. 

In fpite of all the wrigglers into place. 

Still keeps a feat or two for woith and grace; 

And therefore ’tis, that, though the fight be rare. 
We fometimes fee a Lowth or Bagot there. 
Befides, fchool-friendfhips are not always found. 
Though fair in promife, permanent and found; 
The mod difinterefied and virtuous minds. 

In early years connected, time unbinds; 

New fituations give a different cad 
Of habit, inclination, temper, tafie; 

And he, that feemed our counterpart at firfi. 

Soon fliows the ftrong fimilitude reverted. 

Young heads are giddy, and young hearts are warm, 
And make miftakes for manhood to reform. 

Boys are at belt but pretty buds unblown, 

Whole fcent and hues are rather guelfed than known 
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Each dreams that each is juft what he appears, - 
But learns his error in maturer years. 

When difpofition, like a fail unfurled. 

Shows all its rents and patches to the world. 

If, therefore, ev’n when honeft ns defign, 

A boyith friendthip may fo Toon decline, 

•Twere wifer fure to infpire a little heart 
With juft abhorrence of fo mean a part. 

Than fet your fon to work at a vile trade 
^or wages fo unlikely to be paid. 

Our public hives of puerile refort. 

That are of chief and moft approved report. 

To fuch bafe hopes, in many a fordid ioul. 

Owe their repute in part, but not the whole. 

A principle, whofe proud pretenfions pafs 
Unquestioned, though the jewel be but glafs— 
That with a world, not often over-nice. 

Ranks as a virtue, and is yet a vice j 
Or rather a grofs compound, juftly tried, 

Of envy, hatred, jealoufy, and pride— 
Contributes moft perhaps to enhance their fame 
And emulation is its fpecious name. 
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Boys, once on fire with ‘that contentious zeal. 

Peel all the rage that female rivals feel; 

The prize of beauty in a woman’s eyes 

Not brighter than in their’s the fcholar’s prize. 

The fpirit of that competition burns ^ 

With all varieties of ill by turns ; 

Each vainly magnifies his own fuccefs, 

Refents his fellow’s/withes it were lefs. 

Exults in his mifcarriage if he fail. 

Deems his reward too great if he prevail. 

And labours to furpafs him day and night, 

Eefs for improvement than to tickle fpite. 

The fpur is powerful, and I grant its force j 
It pricks the genius forward in itseourfe. 

Allows fhort time for play, and none for floth; 
And, felt alike by each, advances both: 

But judge, where fo much evil intervenes. 

The end, though plaufible, not worth the means. 
Weigh, for a moment, claffical defert 
Againft an heart depraved and temper hurt; 
Hurt too perhaps for life; for early wrong 
Done to the nobler part, affedts it long; 

And you are {launch indeed in learning’s caufe 
If you can crown a difcipline, that draws 
Such mifchiei's after it, with much applaufe. 




review OF SCHOOLS. 275 

Connexion formed for iutereft, and endeared 

By felfiflr views, tbns eenfnred and cafluered, 
And emulation, as engendering hate, 

Doomed to a no lets ignominious fate; 

The props of fuch.proud feminanes fall. 

The Jachin and the Boaz of them all. 

Great fchools rejefted then, as thofe that fwell 
Beyond a iize that can be managed well. 

Shall royal inftitutions mifs the bays. 

And fmall academies win all the praife? 

Force not my drift beyond its juft intent, 

I praife a fchool as Pope a government; 

So take my judgment in his language dreffed, 

<( Whate’er is beft adminiftered is beft. 

Few boys are born with talents that excel. 

But all are capable of living well; 

Then afk. not, Whether limited or large ? 

Bot, Watchtthcy ftri&ly, nr negle 6 t their charge 
jf anxious only that their boys may learn, 

While morals languifli, a defpifed concern, 

The great and fmall deferve one common blame 
■Different in fize, but in effeiSl the fame. 

Much zeal in virtue’s caufe all teachers boaft. 

Though motives of mere lucre fway the molt: 

T 2 
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Therefore in towns and cities they abound. 

For there the game they feck is e ailed found 3 
Though there, in fpite of all that care can do. 
Traps to catch youth are mod abundant too. 

If fhrewd, and of a well-conftru&ed brain. 

Keen in purfuit, and vigorous to retain. 

Your fon come forth a prodigy of fkill; 

As, wherefoever taught, fo formed, he will; 

The pedagogue, with felf-complacent air. 

Claims more than half the praife as his due fliare. 
But if, with all his genius, he betray. 

Not more intelligent than loofe and gay. 

Such vicious habits, as difgrace his name. 
Threaten his health, his fortune, and his fame; 
Though want of due reftraint alone have bred 
The fymptoms, that you fee with fo much dread; 
Unenvied there, he may fuftain alone 
The whole reproach, the fault was all his own. 

Oh ’tis a fight to be with joy perufed. 

By ail whom lentiment has not abufed; 
New-fangled fentiment, the boafted grace 
Of tliofe, who never feel in the right place; 
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A fight forpafled by none that we can fltow, 

A v ftjine below* 

Though Veftns on one leg 

A father bled with an ingenuous fon. 

Father, and friend, and tutor, all a one 

• tales long hnce forgot, 

Howl-turn agam to tales 8 not > 

JEfop, and Phaedrus, and the relt 7 

He will not blulh that has a fatlier s hear , 

To take in childilh plays a childilh part; 

But bends his fturdy back to any toy. 

That youth takes pleafure in, to pleafe hts boy. 
Then why refign into a ftianger s han 
A talk as much within your own command. 

That God and nature, and your intereft too. 
Seem with one voice to delegate to you ? 

Why hire a lodging in a houfe unknown 

For one, whofe tendered thoughts all hover rotth 


your own ) 

This fecond weaning, needlefs as it is, 

How does it lacerate both your heart and his! 
The indented dick, that lofes day by day 
Notch after notch, till all are fmoothed away, 
Bears witnefs, long ere his difmiffion come. 
With what intenfe defire he wants his hom*. 



278 tirocinium: or, it 

But though the joys he hopes beneath youif roHf ’ 
Bid fair enough to anfwer m the proof, 

Harmlefs, and fafe, and natural, as they are, 

A difappointment waits him even there: 

Arrived, he feels an unexpected change. 

He blufhes, hangs his head, is (by and ftrange,- 
No longer takes, as once, with fearlefs eafe. 

His favourite ftand betweenhis father s knees. 

But feeks the corner of fome diftant feat. 

And eyes the door, and watches a retreat. 

And, leaft familiar where he thould be mofi, 

Feels all his happieft privileges loft. 

Alas; poor boy!—the natural effect 
Of love by abfence chilled into refpeCt, 

Say, what accornpliftiments, at fchool acquired. 
Brings he, to fweeten fruits fo undefired ? 

Thou well deferveft an alienated fon, 

Unlefs thy confcious heart acknowledge—none; 
None that, in thy domeftic fnug recefs, 

He had not made his own with more addrefs. 
Though fome perhaps that (hock thy feeling mind, 
And better never learned, or left behind. 

Add too, that, thus eft ranged, thou canft obtain 

By no kind arts h > confidence again} 

J l 
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w here begins with moft that l0 n g cornet 
Of filial franknefe loft, and love grown fair. > ,, . 

Which, oft negleaed, in life’s waning year* 

A parent pours into regardleft ears. 


Like caterpillars, dangling under trees 
By flender threads, and fwinging in the breeze, 
Which filthily bewray and fore difgrace , 

The boughs, in which are bred the nnfeemly race, 
While every worm induftrioufly weaves 
And winds his web about the rivelled leaves; 

So numerous are the follies, that annoy 
The mind and heart of every fprightly boy; 
Imaginations noxious and perverfe. 

Which admonition can alone difperfe. 

The encroaching nuifance alks a faithful hand, 
Patient, affe&ionate, of high command. 

To check the procreation of a breed 

Sure to exhauft the plant, on which they feed. 

’Tis not enough that Greek or Roman page, 

At Rated hours, his freakifh thoughts engage; 
Ev’n in his paftimes he requires a friend 
To warn, and teach him fafely to unbend, 
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O’er sill his pieafures gently to prefide, 

Watch his emotions, and control their tidej? 

And levying thus, and with an eafy fway, 

A tax of profit from his very play. 

To imprefs a value, not to be era fed. 

On moments fquandered elfe, and running all to 
wafte. 

And feems it nothing in a father’s eye 
That unimproved thofe many moments fly 
And is he well content his fon Ihould find 
No nourifhment to feed his growing mind. 

But conjugated verbs and nouns declined ? 

For fuch is all the mental food purveyed 
By public hacknies in the fchooling trader 
Who feed a pupil’s intellect with (tore 
Of fyntax, truly, but with little more; 

Difmifs their cares when they difmifs their flock. 
Machines themfelves, and governed by a clock. 
Perhaps a father, bleft'with any brains, 

Would deem it no abufe, or wafte of pains. 

To improve this diet, at no great expenfe. 

With favory truth and wholefome common fenfe-j 
To lead his fon, for profpeCls of delight, 

To fome not fteep, though philo fophic, height. 
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Thence to exhibit to his wondering eyes 

Yon circling worlds, their diftance, and their foe. 

The moons of Jove, and Saturn's belted bal, 

And the harmonious order of them all; 

To (how him in an infcft or a flower. 

Such microfcopic proof of (hill and power, 

As, hid from ages paft, God now difplays 
To combat atheifts with in modern days; 

To fpread the earth before him, and commend. 
With defignation of the finger s end, 

Its various parts to his attentive note, 

Thus bringing home to him the moft t emote, 
To teach his heart to glow with generous flame. 
Caught from the deeds of men of ancient fame: 
And, more than all, with commendation due 
To fet fome living worthy in his view, 

Whofe fair example may at once mfptre 
A with to copy what he mnft admire. 

Such knowledge gained betimes, and which a 

pears. 

Though folid, not too weighty for his years, 
Sweet in itfelf, and not forbidding fport. 
When health demands it, of athletic fort. 
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Would make him—what fome lovely boys have 
been, v v , . * 

And more than one perhap» that I have leen_, z 

An evidence and reprehenfion both' . r 

Of the mere fchool-boys lean and tardy growth* 

Art thou a man profeffionaliy tied. 

With all thy faculties elfewhere applied. 

Too buly to intend a meaner care 

Than how to enrich thyfelf, and next thine heir* 

Or art thou (as though rich, perhaps thou art) 

But poor in knowledge, having none to impart:— 
Behold that figure, neat, though plainly clad* 

His fprightly mingled with a fhade of fad* 

Not of a nimble tongue, though now and then 
Heard to articulate like other men; 

No jefter, and yet lively in difeourfe. 

His phrafe well chofen, clear and full of force* 
And his addrefs, if not quite French in eafe. 

Not Englifh Biff, but frank, and formed to pleafe* 
Low in the world, becaufe he fcorns its arts* 

A man of letters, manners, morals, parts* 
Unpatronized, and therefore little known* 

Wife for himfelf and his few friends alone— 
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In him thy well-appointed proxy fee. 

Armed for a work too difficult for thee; 

Prepared by tafte, by learning, and true worth. 
To form thy fon, to ftrike his genius forth; 
Beneath thy roof, beneath thine eye, to prove 
The force of difcipline when backed by ove* 
To double all thy pleafure in thy child. 

His mind informed, his morals undefiled. 

Safe under fuch a wing, the boy iliall ffiow 
No fpots contracted among grooms below. 

Nor taint his fpeech with meanneffes, defigned 
By footman Tom for witty and refined. 

There, in his commerce with the liveried herd, 
Lurks the contagion chiefly to be feared ; 

For fince (fo faihion didates) all, who claim 
An higher than a mere plebeian fame, 

Find it expedient, come what mifchiet may. 


To entertain a thief or two in pay, 

(And they that can afford the expenfe of more, 
Some half a dozen, and fome half a fcore) 
Great caufe occurs to fave him from a band 
So fare to fpoil him, and fo near at handj 
A point fecured, if once he be fupplied 
With fome fuch Mentor always at his fide. 
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Are fuch men rare ? perhaps they would abdu'n^' 
Were occupation eafier to be found. 

Were education, elfe fofure to fail,- 
Conduced on a manageable fcale. 

And fchools that have out-lived all juft efteerre. 
Exchanged for the fecure donaeftic fcheme.— 
But, having found him, be thou duke or earl. 
Show thou haft fenfe enough to prize the pearl. 
And, as thou wouldft the advancement of thine heir 
In all good faculties beneath his care, 

Befpe£fc, as is but rational and juft, 

A man deemed worthy of fo dear a trufL 
Defpifed by thee, what more can he expert 
From youthful fdly than the fame neglect > 

A flat and fatal negative obtains 
That inftant upon all his future pains; 

His leffons tire, his mild rebukes offend, 

And all the inftru6tions of thy Ton’s beft friend 
Are a ftream choaked, or trickling to no end. 
Doom him not then to folitary meals; 

But recollect that he has fenfe, and feels; 

And that, poffeffor of a foul refined. 

An upright heart, and cultivated mind. 
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His port not mean, his talents not unknown. 

He deems it hard to vegetate alone. 

And, if admitted at thy board he fit, 

Account him no juft mark for idle st ; 

Offend not him, whom 

From repartee, with jokes that he d.fdams . 

Much lefs transfix his feelings * lt *“ ° ' 

Nor frown, unlefs he vanilh with the cloth. 
And, truft me, his utility may reach 
To more than he is hired or bound to teach; 
Much trafti unuttered, and fome ills undone. 
Through reverence of the cenfor of thy Ton. 


But, if thy table be indeed unclean, 

Foul with excefs, and with difcourfe obfcene, 

And thou a wretch, whom, following her old plan 
The world accounts an honourable man, 

Becaufe forfooth thy courage has been tried 
And flood the teft, perhaps on the wrong fide; 
Though thou hadft never grace enough to prove 
That any thing but vice could win thy love; 

Or haft thou a polite, card-playing wife, 

Chained to the routs that (he frequents for life; 
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Who, j#ft when iaduftry begiiiato foora •m<f# 
Flies,winged with joy,to,foaaecoach-crowd e44o«P(^ 
And thrice in 'eveiy winter throngs, thineotvi*, f/i 
With half the chariots and dedans in town, 7 »>» < A. 
Thyfelf meanwhile e’en drifting us thou mayed^v 
Not very fober though, nor very ehaftej— 

Or is thine houfe, though lefs fmperb thy rank, '' 
If not a fcene of plea Cure, a mere blank. 

And thou at bed, and in thy fobereft mood, 

A trifler vain, and empty of all good; 

Though mercy for thyfelf thou canft have none, ; 
Hear nature plead, fliow mercy to thy fon. 

Saved from his home, where every day brings forth 
Some mifchief fatal to bis future worth. 

Find him a better in a diftant fpot. 

Within fome pious padors humble cot. 

Where vile example (your’s I chiefly mean. 

The mod feduoing and the oftened feen) 

May never more be damped upon his bread, 

Not yet perhaps incurably imprefled. 

Where early red makes early riling fure, 

Difeafe or comes not, or finds eafy cure. 

Prevented much by diet neat and plain; 

Or, if it enter, foon darved out again: 
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Where oil the attention of his faithful hoft, 

Difcreetly limited to two at ®oft, . 

May raife fuch fruits as (hall reward his cate. 

And not at lad evaporate in air: 

Where, ftillnefs aiding ftudy, and h.s - 
Serene, and to his duties much inclined, 

Not occupied in day dreams, as at om , 

Of pleafures paft, or follies yet to come. 

His virtuous toil may terminate at laft 
In fettled habit and decided tafte.- 

But whom do I advife? the fafhion led, 

The incorrigibly wrong, the deaf, the dea , 
Whom care and cool deliberation fuit 
Not better much than fpeftacles a brute; 

Who, if their fons feme flight tuition (hare. 

Deem it of no great moment whofe, or where; 
Too proud to adopt the thoughts of one unknown 
And much too gay to have any of them own 
But courage, man! methought the mufe replied, 
Mankind are various, and the world is wide: 

The oftrich, fdlieft of the feathered kind, 

And formed of God without a parent's mind, 
Commits her eggs, incautious, to the dull. 
Forgetful that the foot may crulh the trufl; 
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And, while on public jiurferies they rely. 

Not knowing, and too oft not caring, why, f . 
Irrational in what they thug prefer. 

No few, that would feem wife, referable her. 

But all are not alike. Thy warning voice 
May here and there prevent erroneous choice} 
And feme perhaps, who, bufy as they are, 

Yet make their progeny their deareft care, 
(Whofe hearts will ache, once told what ills may 
reach 

Their offspring, left upon fe wild a beach) 

Will need no ftrefe of argument to enforce 
The expedience of a lefs adventurous courfe: 

The reft will flight thy counfel, or condemn; 

But they have human feelings—turn to them . 

To you then, tenants of life s middle ftate. 
Securely placed between the fmall and great, 
Whofe character, yet undehauched, retains 
Two thirds of all the virtue that remains. 

Who, wife yourfelves, defire your fen fhould learn 
Your wifdom and your ways—to you I turn. 
Look round you on a world perverfely blind; 

See what contempt is fallen on human kind; 
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See wealth abated, and dignities mifplaced. 

Great title., office, and trails difgraced. 

Long lines of anceflry, renowned of old. 

Their noble qualities all quenched and col , 

See Bedlam’s clofetted and hand-cuffed c arge 
Surpafl'ed in frenzy by the mad at large; 

See great commanders making war a trade. 

Great lawyers, lawyers without ftudy made,- 
Churchmen, in whofe etleem their bleft employ 
Is odious, and their wages all their joyy 
Who, far enough from furnifting their ffielves 
With go I pel lore, turn infidels themtelvesj 
See womanhood delpifed, and manhood teamed 
With infamy too naufeous to be named. 

Fops at all corners, lady-like in mien, 

Civetted fellows, fmelt ere they are feen, 

Elfe coarfe and rude in manners, and their tong 
On fire with curfes, and with nonfenfe hung. 
Now flulhed with drunk’nefs, now with who 
dom pale, 

Their breath a fample of laft night’s regale; 

See volunteers in all the vileft ai ts. 

Men well endowed, of honourable parts,. 

U 
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Deligned by nature wife, but felf-made fodls; 

All thefe, and more like thefe,were bred at fchook. 
And if it chance, as foraetimes chance it will. 
That though fchool-bred the boy be virtuous ftill; 
Such rare exceptions, (hining in the dark. 

Prove, rather than impeach, the juft remark: 

As here and there a twinkling flar defcried 
Serves but to ihow how black is all belide. 

Now look on him, whofe very voice in tone 
Juft echoes thine, whofe features are thine own. 
And ftroke his polilhed cheek of pureft red. 

And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head. 

And fay, My boy, the unwelcome hour is come, 
When thou, tranfplan ted from thy genial home. 
Mud find a colder foil and bleaker air. 

And truft for fafety to a ftranger’s care; 

What chara&er, what turn thou wilt affume 
Prom conftant converfe with I know not whom; 
Who there will court thy friendthip, with what 
views, 

And,.artlefs as thou art, whom thou wilt choofe; 
Though much depends on what thy choice thallbe. 
Is all chance-medley, and unknown to me. 
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Can'ft thou, the tear juft trembling on 

And while die dreadful rifque forefeen forbids, 

Free too, and under no containing force, 

Unlefc the fway of cuftom warp thy cour , 

Lay fuch a flake upon the lofing fide. 

Merely to gratify fo blind a guide ? 

Thou can’ll not! Nature, pulling at thine hear , 
Condemns the unfatherly, the imprudent part 
Thou wouldeft not, deaf to Nature's tendereft plea, 


Turn him adrift upon a rolling fea. 

Nor fay. Go thitJicr , confcious that there lay 
A brood of afps, or quickfands in his way; 

Then, only governed by the felf-feme rule 
Of natural pity, fend him not to fchool. 

No—guard him better. Is he not thine own, 
Thyfelf in miniature, thy flelh, thy bone ? 

And hoped thou not (’tis every father’s hope) 
That, dnce thy drength mud with thy years elopi 
And thou wilt need fome comfort to alfuage 
Health’s lad farewell, a daff of thine old age. 
That then, in recompenfe of all thy cares. 

Thy child fliall fliow refpea to thy gray hairs. 
Befriend thee, of all other friends bereft. 

And give thy life its only cordial le£t ? 


U 2 
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Aware then how much danger intervenes. 

To compafs that good end, forecaft the means. 

His heart, now pa dive, yields to thy command; 
Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand. 

If thou defert thy charge, and throw it wide. 

Nor heed what guefts there enter and abide. 
Complain not if attachments lewd and bafe 
Supplant thee in it, and ufurp thy place. 

But, if thou guard its facred chambers fure 
From vicious inmates and delights impure. 

Either his gratitude fhall hold him faft. 

And keep him warm and filial to the lad; 

Or, if he prove unkind (as wdio can fay 
But, being man, and therefore frail, he may ?) 

One comfort yet fhall cheer thine aged heait. 
Howe’er he flight thee, thou haft done thy part. 

Oh barbarous! wouldeft thou with a Gothic hand 
Bull down the fchools—what!—all the fchools 
i’ th’ land; 

Or throw them up to livery-nags and grooms. 

Or turn them into fhops and auction rooms? 

A captious queftion, fir, (and your s is one) 
Deferves an anfwer fimilar, or none. 
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, of a flock, employ 

WouUeft thou, poffe& ° ^ ^ boy , 

(Appriaed that by* ) handfome pay , 

Aud feed him well, and give n > 

Merely to fleep, and let them run ^ 

Survey our fchools and collegia" 

A fight not much uri*em^^ 

From education, as the 1 • S _ 

The public changer its co our ^ 

Thence the prevailing manners 
Fxtravaeant or fober, loofe or chafte. 

*”i t h I .«M ~ 

. eac h_Tiii Building to U Le , 
Nor write on each to embrac e 

Unlefs the world were all P P 

A Plan well worthy to fupply their place. 

To cultivate and keep the moeaes clean 
(Forgive the crime) I with them, I confefs. 

Or better managed, or encouraged let* 
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TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON- 

AH INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY. 

E. 

The fwallows in their torpid Hate 
Compofe their ufelefs wing. 

And bees in hives as idly wait 
The call of early fpring. 

II. 

The keeneft froft that binds the ftreara 
The wildeft wind that blows. 

Are neither felt nor feared by them 
Secure of their repofe. 

III. 

But man, all feeling and awake. 

The gloomy fcene furveys; 

With prefent ills his heart mull ake. 
And pant for brighter days. 

IV. 

Old winter, halting o’er the mead. 
Bids me and Mary mourn; 

But lovely fpring peeps o’er his head. 
And whifpers your return. 
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V. 

Then April, with her lifter May, 
Shall chafe him from the bowers. 
And weave frefli garlands every day. 
To crown the frhiling hours. 

VI. 

And, if a tear, that fpeaks regret 
Of happier times, appear, 

A glimpfe of joy, that we have met. 
Shall lliine and dry the tear. 


■» »’ 

CATHARINA, 


ADDRESSED TO MISS STA'PDETON. 

r 

\ 

t 

(NOW MRS. COUIiTNEY.) 

She came—fhe is gone-—we have met.—’ 
And meet perhaps never again5 
The fun of that moment is let. 

And feems to have rifen in vain, . 

3 ‘ 






Catharina has fled like adream—* 

(So ranches pleafure, alas!) 

But has left a regret and^efteerrr. 

That will not fo fuddenly pafs. 

i 

The laft evening ramble we made, 
Catharina, Maria, and I, 

Our progrefs was often delayed 
By the nightingale warbling nigh. 

We paufed under many a tree. 

And much the was charmed with a tone 

"Lefs fweet to Maria and me. 

Who had witneffed fo lately her own. 


My numbers that day Ihe had fung. 
And gave them a grace fo divine. 
As only her mufical tongue 

Could infufe into numbers of mine. 
The longer I heard, I elteemed 
The work of my fancy the more. 
And ev’n to myfelf never feemed 
So tuneful a poet before. 
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Though the pleafures of London exceed 
In number the days of the year, 
Catharine, did nothing impede, 

Would feel herfeif happier here; 

For the dole woven arches of limes 
On the banks of our river 1 know, 
Are fweeter to her many times 
Than all that the city can ihow. 


So it is, when the mind is endued 
"With a well-judging tafte. from above. 
Then, whether embrilifhed or rude, 

"Lis nature alone that we love. 

The ;k I'.ievements of art may a mule, 

May even our wonder excite, 
ih;t groves, hills, and rallies, uitiu'c 
A inking, a fnered delight. 


Since then in the rural net ft> 
Caiharina alone enn re:-ace, 
i\k:v it lliil be her lot to pofil.ih 
Tne scene of her wimble choice 


* 
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Co inhabit a manfion remote 
From the clatter of ftreet-pacing deeds, 
dnd by Philomel's annual note 
To meafure the life that flic leads. 

With her book, and her voice, and her lyre. 
To wing all her moments at home. 

And with fcenes that new rapture inlpire 
As oft ns it fuits her to roam. 

She will have juft the life fhe prefers. 

With little to wifti or to fear. 

And ours will be pleafant as hers, 

Might we view her enjoying it here. 
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THE MORALIZER CORRECTED. 

A TALE. 


A hermit (or if’chance you hold 
That title now too trite and old) 

A man, once young, who lived retired, 
As hermit, could have well defired. 

His hours of ftudy clofed'at laft. 

And finilhed his concife repad. 

Stoppled his crule, replaced his book 
"Within its cuftomary nook. 

And, flafF in hand, fet forth to fhare 
The fober cordial of fweet air. 

Like Ifaac, with a mind applied 
To ferious thought at evening-tide. 
Autumnal rains had made it chill. 

And from the trees, that fringed his hill. 
Shades Wanting at the dole of day 
Chilled more his elfe delightful way. 
Difiant a little mile he fpied 
A weftern bank’s dill funny fide. 
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And right toward the favoured place? ' 
Proceeding with his nimble* pace, . > 

In hope to balk a little yet, - 

Juft reached it when the fan was fet; , 
Your hermit, young and jovial* firs t 
Learns fomething from whatever occurs— 
And hence, he faid, my mind computes 
The real worth of man’s purfnits. 

His object chofen, wealth or fame* 

Or other fublunary game. 

Imagination to his view 
Prefents it decked with every hue. 

That can feduce him not to fpare 
His powers of beft exertion there. 

But youth, health, vigour to expend 
On fo defirable an end. x 
Ere long approach life’s evening fhades. 
The glow that fancy gave it fades 5 
And, earned too late, it wants the grace. 
Which firft engaged him in the chafe. 

True, anfwered an angelic guide. 
Attendant at the fenior’s fide— 

But whether all the time it coft 
To urge the fruitlefs chafe be loft. 
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Muft be decided by the worth 
Of that, which called his ardour forth. 
Trifles purfued, whate’er the event, 
Mtrfl: caufe him fhame or difcontentj 
A vicious objefit ftill is worfe, 
■Succefsful there he wins a curfej 
But he, whom ev’n in life’s laft flage 
Endeavours laudable engage, 

Is paid, at leaft in peace of mind, 

And fenfe of having well defignedj 
And if, ere he attain his-end, 

His fun precipitate defeend, 

A brighter prize titan that he meant 
Shall recompenfe his mere intent. 

No virtuous with can bear a date 
Either too early or too late. 



( 303 ^ 


the faithful friend. 

The green-houfe is my fummer feat; 
My ftirubs difplacedfrom that retreat 
Enjoyed the-open air; 

Two goldfinches, whofe fprightly fong 
Had been their mutual folace long. 
Lived happy prifoners there. 

They fang, as blithe as finches ,fing. 
That flutter loofe on golden wing. 
And frolic where they lift} 
Strangers to liberty, ’tis true, 

But that delight they never knew;, 
And therefore never miffed. 

■But nature works ; in every bread ; 
Inftinft is never quite fuppreffed.; 

And Dick felt fome defires. 
Which, after many an effort vain* 
Jnftru&ed him at length to gain 
A pafs between his wires. 
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The open windows feeraed to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight; 

But Tom was fiill confined;. 

And Dick, although his way was clear. 
Was much too generous and fincere * 
T9 leave his friend behind. 

For, fettling on his grated roof. 

He chirped and luffed him, giving proof 
That he defired no more; 

Nor would forfake his cage at laft. 

Till gently feized, I fhut him fall, 

K \ 

A prifoner as before. 

Oh ye, who never knew the joys 
Of Friendfhip, fatisfied with noife, 
Fandango, ball, and rout! 

Blufh, when I tell you how a bird, 

A prifon with a friend preferred 

» 

To liberty without. 
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THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 

a tale. 

There is a field, through which I often pafs, 
Thiok overfpread with mofs and filky grafs. 
Adjoining clofe to Kilwick’s echoing wood, 
Where oft the bitch-fox hides her haplefs brood, 
Referved to folace many a neighbouring ’fquire. 
That he may follow them through brake and briar, 
Contufion hazarding of neck or fpine, 

Which rural gentlemen call fport divine. 

A narrow brook, by rufhy banks concealed. 

Runs in a bottom, and divides the field; 

Oaks interfperfe it, that had once a head. 

But now wear crefts of oven-wood inftead; 

And where the land Hopes to its watery bourn, 
Wide yawns a gulph befide a ragged thorn; 
Bricks line the fides, but fhivered long ago, 

And horrid brambles intertwine below; 

A hollow fcooped, I judge in ancient time, 

T? U/il/m/w An i*tli /M* t*n i ry re i*/■*/■* It* frt 1 t rvi a 
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Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries red. 
With which the fieldfare, wintry gueft, is fed; 
Nor autumn yet had bruthed from every fpray. 
With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away; 
But corn was houfed, and beans were in the ftack. 
Now therefore ilfued forth the fpotted pack. 
With tails high mounted,earsbung low, and throats 
With a whole gamut filled of heavenly notes. 

For which, alas ! my deftiny fevere, 

Though ears the gave me two, gave me no ear. 

The fun, accompliflflng his early march. 

His lamp now planted on heaven’s topmofi arch, 
When, exercife and air my only aim, - 
And heedlefs whither, to that field I came. 

Ere yet with ruthlefs joy the happy hound 
Told hill and dale that Reynard’s track was found. 
Or with the h gh-raifed horn’s melodious clang 
All Kilwick * and all Dingle-derry * rang. 

Sheep grazed the field; fome with foft bofora 
prefled 

The herb as foft, while nibbling flrayed the reft; 
Nor noife was heard but of the hafty brook. 
Struggling, detained in many a petty nook. 

* Two woods belonging to John Throckmorton, Efq. 
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All feemed fo peaceful, that from them conveyed 
To me, their peace by kind contagion fpread. 

But when the huntfman, With diftended cheek, 
’Gan make his inftrument of mufic fpeak, 

And from within the wood that crafh was heard, 
Though not a hound from whom it burft appeared, 
The flieep recumbent, and the lheep that grazed. 
All huddling into phalanx, flood and gaized. 
Admiring, terrified, the novel (tram. 

Then courfed the field around, and corn fed it round 

again; 

But, recolle&ing with a fudden thought, 

That flight in circles urged advanced them nought, 
They gathered clofe around the old pit’s brink, 
And thought again—but knew not what to think. 

The man to folitude accuftomed long, 
Perceives in every thing that lives a tongue; 

Not animals alone, but flirubs and trees, 

Have fpeech for him, and underftood with eafe; 
After long drought, when rains abundant fall. 
He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all: 
Knows what the freftinefs of their hue implies, 
How glad they catch the largefs of the Ikies; 

X 2 
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But, with precilion'nicer ftill, the mind 
He fcans of every loco-motive kind; 

Birds of all feather, beads'of every name. 

That ferve mankind, or diun them, wild or tamej 
The looks and geftures of their griefs and fears 
Have all articulation in his ears; 

He fpells them true by intuition's light. 

And needs no gloffary to let him right. 

This truth preraifed was needful as a text. 

To win due credence to what follows next. 

Awhile they mufed; furveying every face. 
Thou hadtt fuppofed them of fuperior race; : 
Their periwigs of wool, and fears combined. 
Stamped on each countenance fuch marks of mind; 
That fage they feemed, as lawyers o’er a doubt. 
Which, puzzling long, at laft hey puzzle out; 

Or academic tutors, teaching youths, 

Sure ne'er to want them, mathematic truths; 
When thus a mutton, ftatelier than the reft, 

A ram, the ewes and wethers fad, addrefled. 

Friends! we have lived too long. I never heard 
Sounds fuch as thefe, fo worthy to be feared. 
Could I believe that winds for ages pent ; 

In earth’s dark womb have found at laft a vent. 
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And from their prifon-horlfe below arife. 

With all thefe hideous howlings to thelkie^ 

I could be much compofed, nor Ihould appear 
For fuch a caufe to feel the flighted fear. 
Yourfelves have feen,what time the thunders rolled 
All night, we reding quiet in the fold. 

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 

I could expound the melancholy tone; 

Should deem it by our old companion made. 

The afs; for he, we know, has lately drayed. 
And being lod perhaps, and wandering wide. 
Might be fuppofed to clamour for a guide. 

But ah! thofe dreadful yells what foul can hear, 
That owns a carcafe, and not quake for fear? 
Daemons produce them doubtlefs, brazen-clawed 
And fanged with brafs the daemons are abroad; 

I hold it therefore wifefl and mod fit, 

That life to fave, we leap into the pit. 

Him anfwered then his loving mate and true. 
But more difcreet than he, a Cambrian ewe. 

How? leap into the pit our life to fave? 

To fave our life leap all into the grave? 

For can we find it lefs? Contemplate firfi 
The depth how awful! falling there, we burfi: 
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Or fhould the brambles, interpofed, our fail 
In part abate, that happinefe were fmall; 

For with a race like theirs no chance I fee 
Of peace or eafe to creatures clad as we. 
^Meantime, noife kills not. Be it Dapple’s bray. 
Or be it not, or be it whofe it may, 

And rufli thofe other founds, that feem by tongues 
Of daemons uttered, from whatever lungs. 

Sounds are but founds, and till the caufe appear 
We have at leaft commodious Banding here. 

Come fiend, come fury, giant, monfter, blaft 
From earth or hell, we can but plunge at laft. 

While thus fhe fpake, I fainter heard the peals. 
For Reynard, clofe attended at his heels 
By panting dog, tired man, and fpattered horfe. 
Thro’ mere good fortune, took a different courfe. 
The flock grew calm again, and I, the road 
Following, that led me to my own abode. 

Much wondered that the Ally flieep had found 
Such caufe of terror in an empty found 
So fweet to huntfman, gentleman, and hound. 

MORAL. 

Beware of defperate fleps. The darkeft day, 

Live till to-morrow, will have palled away. 
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BOADICEA. 

an ode. 

I. 

When the Britilh warrior queen* 
Bleeding from the Roman rods. 
Sought, with an indignant mien, 
Counfel of her country’s gods, 

II. 

Sage beneath the fpreading oak 
Sat the Druid, hoary chief j 
Every burning word he fpoke 
Full of rage, and full of grief. 

III. 

Princefs! if our aged eyes 

Weep upon thy matchlefs wrongs, 
*Tis becaufe refentment ties 

All the terrors of our tongues. 
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Where his eagles never flew, 

None invincible as they. 

9 

ix. 

Such the bard’s prophetic words. 
Pregnant with celeftial Are, 

Bending as he fwept the chords 
Of his fweet but awful lyre. 

X. 

She, with all a monarch’s pride. 

Felt them in her bofom glow: 
Bulbed to battle, fought, and died* 
Dying hurled them at the foe. 

XI. 

Ruffians, pitilefs as proud. 

Heaven awards the vengeance due* 
Empire is on us beftowed. 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 



312 


BOADICEA, 


IV. 

Rome fhall perifh—write that word 
In the blood that the has fpilt; 

Perifh, hopelefs and abhorred. 

Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

V. 

Pome, for empire far renowned. 
Tramples on a thoufand Rates; 

Soon her pride fhall kifs the ground— 
Hark! the Gaul is at her gates! 

VI. 

Other Romans fhall arife, 

Heedlefs of a foldier’s name; 

Sounds, not arms fhall win the prize. 
Harmony the path to fame. 

VII. 

Then the progeny that fprings 
From the forefts of our land. 

Armed with thunder, clad with wings. 
Shall a wider world command. 

VIII. 

Regions Caefar never knew 
Thy pofterity fhall fway; 
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HEROISM. 

There was a time when Etna’s filent fire 
Slept unperceived, the mountain yet entire; 
When, confcious of no danger from below. 

She towered a cloud-capt pyramid of fnow. 

No thunders (hook with deep inteftine found 
The blooming groves, that girdled her around. 
Her undtuous olives, and her purple vines 
(Unfelt the fury of thofe burfting mines) 

The peafant s hopes, and not in vain, allured. 

In peace upon her Hoping fides matured. 

When on a day, like that of the lad doom, 

A conflagration labouring in her womb. 

She teemed and heaved with an infernal birth, 

"Ihat fhook the circling feas and folid earth. 

Dark and voluminous the vapours rife. 

And hang their horrors in the neighbouring Ikies*, 
While through the flygian veil, that blots the day. 
In dazzling frreaks the vivid lightnings play. 

Tut oh ! what mufe, and in what powers of long. 
Can trace the torrent as it burns along? 
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Havoc and devaftation in the van. 

It marches o'er the proftrate works rf ™ ■ 

Vines, olives, herbage, forefts d.fappea , 

And all the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving feafons, frmtleft as they pa , 

See it an uninformed and idle mafs; 

Without a foil to invite the tiller s ca *’ 

Or blade, that might redeem it rom 

yet time at length (what will not trme ad. e -) 

Clothes it with earth, and bids the produ hve. 
Once more the fpiiy myrtle crowns the glade, 

And ruminating flocks enjoy the fliade. 

Oh blifs precarious, and unfafe retreats, 

Oh charming paradife of (hort-livedfweets. 

Th e felf-fame gale, that wafts the fragrance round. 

Brings to the diftant ear a Mien foun . 

Agafn the mountain feels the impr.foned foe, 

Again pours ruin on the vale below. 

Ten tllfandfwains the wafted fcene deplore. 

That only future ages can reftore. 

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws. 
Who write in blood the merits of your cade. 
Who ftrike the blow, then plead your own delence, 
Glory your aim, but juftice your pretence, 



heroism. 

Behold in Etna’s emblematic fires 

The mjfchiefs your ambitious pride infpires! 

Faft by the ftream, that bounds your juft domain. 
And tells you were ye have a right to reign, 

A nation, dwells, not envious of your throne. 
Studious of peace, their neighbours’, and their own. 
Ill-fated race 1 how deeply muft they rue 
Their only crime, vicinity to you ! 

The trumpet founds, your legions fwarm abroad. 
Through the ripe harveft lies their deftined road- 
At every ftep beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation’s bread 1 
Earth feems a garden in its lovelieft drefs 
Before them, and behind a wildernefs. 

Famine, and peftilence, her firft-born fon. 

Attend to fiuifti what the fword begun; * 

And echoing praifes, fucli as fiends might earn, 
And lolly pays, refound at your return. 

A calm fucceeds—but plenty, with her train 
Of hea-t felt joys, fucceeds not loon again. 

And years ot pining indigence muft (how 
What fcourges are the gods that rule below. 

Yet man, laborious man by flow degrees, 

(Such is his third; of opulence and eafej 
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Plies all the finews of induftrious toil. 

Gleans up the refufe of the general fpoil. 
Rebuilds the towers, that fmoked upon the plain, 
And the fun gilds the (hining fpares again. 

Increafing commerce and reviving art 
Renew the quarrel on the conquerors part; 

And the fad leffon muft be learned once mote. 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 

What are ye, monarchs, laurelled heroes, fay. 
But IE tnas of the differing world ye fway ? 
Sweet nature, dripped of her embroidered robe. 
Deplores the wafted regions of her globe; 

And Hands a witnefs at truth's awful bar. 

To prove you there, deftroyers as ye are. 

Oh place me in fome heaven-protedted ifle. 
Where peace, and equity, and freedom fmile; 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood. 

No crefted warrior dips his plune in blood; 
Where power fecures what induftry has won; 
Where to fucceed is not to be undone; 

A land that diftant tyrants hate in vain. 

In Britain’s ifle^ beneath a George's reign! 
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MY MOTHER’S PICTURE. 

OUT OF NORFOLK* 
ffiiE GIFT OP MY COUSIN ANN EODHAM. 

■Oh that thofe lips had languagel Life has paired 

With me but roughly fince I heard thee laft. 

Thofe lips are thine—thy own fweet fmiles I fee. 

The fame, that oft in childhood folaced me 3 

Voice only fails, elfe, how diftrnft they fay, 

t( Grieve not, my child, chafe all thy fears away!” 

The meek intelligence of thofe dear eyes 

(Bleft be the art that can immortalize. 

The art that baffles time’s tyrannic claim 

To quench it) here fhines on me ftill the fame. 

Faithful remembrancer of one fo dear. 

Oh welcome gueft, though unexpected here! 

Who biddeft me honour with an artlefs fong, 

Affe£tionate, a mother loft fo long. 

I will obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the prtx ept were her own : 

3 
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And, while that face renews my filial grief. 

Fancy fhall weave a charm for my relief. 

Shall deep me in Elyfian reverie, 

A momentary dream, that thou art fhe. 

My mother! when I learned that thou waft dead, 
Say, wast thou confcious of the tears I lhed ? 
Hovered thy fpirit o’er thy forrowing fon, 

Wretch even then, life’s journey juft begun ? 
Perhaps thou gaveft me, though unfeen, a kifsj 
Perhaps a tear, if fouls can weep in blifs— 

Ah that maternal fmile! it anfwers—Yes* 

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day, 

1 faw the hearfe, that bore thee llow away. 

And, turning from my nurfery window, drew 
A long, long figh, and wept a laft adieu! 

But was it fuch?—It was — Where thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a found unknown. 

May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful fhore, 

The parting found ftiall pafs my lips no more! 
Thy maidens, grieved themfelves at my concern. 
Oft gave me promife of a quick return. 

What ardently I wifhed, I long believed. 

And, difappointed ftill, was full deceived. 
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By difappointment every day beguiled. 

Dupe of to-morrmv even from a child. 

Thus many a fad to-morrow came and went. 
Till, all my flock of infant forrow fpent, 

I learned at laft fubmiffion to roy lot. 

But, though I lefs deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no mor 
Children not thine have trod my nurfery floor; 
And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 
Drew me to fchool along the public way. 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt 
In fcarlet mantle warm, and velvet capt, 

’Tis now become a hiflory little known. 

That once we called the pafloral houfe our own. 
Short lived poffeffion! but the record fair. 

That memory keeps of all thy kindnefs there. 
Still outlives many a florm, that has effaced 
A thoufand other themes lefs deeply traced. 

Thy nightly vifits to my chamber made, 

That thou niighteft know me fafe and warmly laid 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 

The bilcuii, or confectionary plum; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bellowed 
By thy own hand, till frefh they fhone and glowed 
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All this, and more endearing ftill than all. 

Thy conflant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne’er roughened by thofe catarafts and breaks. 
That humour interpofed too often makesj 
All this ftill legible in memory’s page, 

And ftill to be fo to my lateft age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may; 
Perhaps a frail memorial, but fincere, 

Not fcorned in heaven, though little noticed here. 

Could time, his flight reverfed, reftore the hours. 
When, playing with thy vefture’s tiffued flowers, 
The violet, the pink, and jeflamine, 

I pricked them into paper with a pin, 

(And thou waft happier than myfelf the while, 
Wouldft foftly fpeak,and ftroke my head andfmile) 
Could thofe few pleafant hours again appear, 
Might one wifh bring them, would I with them 
here ? 

I would not truft my heart—the dear delight 
Seems fo to be defired, perhaps I might— 

But no—what here we call our life is luch, 

So little to be loved, and thou fo much, 

Y 


VOL. II. 



322 


ON THE RECEIPT OP 

Hint I ftiould ill requite thee to conftrain 
Thy unbound fpirit into bonds again. 

lliou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coaft 
(The ftorms all weathered and the ocean crofted) 
Shoots into port at fome well-havened ide. 

Where fpices breathe and brighter feafons fmile, 
There fits quiefcent on the floods, that fliow 
Her beauteous form refledted clear below. 

While airs impregnated with incenfe play 
Aiound her, fanning light her flreamers gay; 

So thou, with fails how fwift! haft reached the 
ill ore, 

*“ Where tempefts never beat nor billows roar 
And thy loved confort on the dangerous tide 
Of life, long iince, has anchored at thy flde. 

But me, fcarce hoping to attain that reft. 

Always from port withheld, always diftrefled_ 

Me howling winds drive devious, tempeft tofled. 
Sails ript. Teams opening wide, and compafs loft, 
And day by day fome current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more diftant from a profperous courfe. 

But oh the thought, that thou art fafe, and he! 

That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 

* Garth, 
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My boaft. is not that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth? 
But higher far my proud pretenlions rife 
The fon of parents pafled into the ikies. 

And now, farewell—time unrevoked has run 
His wonted courfe, yet what I wiihed is done. 
By contemplation’s help, not fought in vain, 

I feem to have lived my childhood o’er again? 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine. 
Without the fin of violating thine ? 

And, while the wings of fancy, ftill are free. 
And I can view this mimic fhew of thee. 

Time has but half fucceeded in his theft— 
Thyfelf removed, thy power to foothe me left. 


Y 2 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

What virtue or what mental grace 
But men unqualified and bafe 
Will boat! it their pofTeflion ? 
Profufion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart. 

And dulnefs of difcretion. 

If every polithed gem we find. 
Illuminating heart or mind. 

Provoke to imitation 5 
No wonder friendthip does the fame. 
That jewel of the pureft flame. 

Or lather conitellation. 

No knave but boldly will pretend 
'Ihe requifites that form a friend, 

A real and a found one, 

I s or any 100I he would deceive. 

But ptove as ready to believe, 

-/a.nd dieam that he iiad found one. 
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DRIEST* 58 * 11 *' 

Candid and gfcnerons and juft. 

Boys care but little whom they truft. 
An error foon corrected 
For who but learns in riper years. 

That man, when fmootheft he appears. 
Is mod to be fufpe&ed > 

But here again a danger lies. 

Left, having mifapplied our eyes 
And taken tralh for treafure. 

We ftiould unwarily conclude 
Friendthip a falfe ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleafure. 


An acquifition rather rare 
Is yet no fubje6t of defpair ; 

Nor is it wife complaining. 

If either on forbidden ground. 

Or where it was not to be found. 
We fought without attaining. 

No friendthip will abide the teft,. 
That Hands on fordid intereft. 

Or mean felf-love eredted j 
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Nor fuch as may awhile fubfift 
Between the fot and fenfualift. 

For vicious ends connected. 

Who feek a friend, Ihould come difpofed 
To exhibit in full bloom difclofed 
The graces and the beauties. 

That form the chara&er he feeks, 

For ’tis an union, that befpeaks 
Reciprocated duties. 

Mutual attention is implied. 

And equal truth on either fide. 

And conltantly fupportedj 
Tis fenlelefs arrogance to accufe 
Another of hnUter views. 

Our own as much difoited. 

But will fincerity fuliice? 

It is indeed above all price. 

And muft be made the bans5 
But every virtue of the foul 
Mutt conftitute the charming whole- 
All fhining in their places. 
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A fretful temper will divide - 
The clofeft knot, that may be tied. 

By ceafelefs iharp corrofion; 

A temper paffionate and fierce 
May fuddenly your joy difperfe 
At one immenfe explofion. 

In vain the talkative unite 
In hopes of permanent delight 
The fecret juft committed 
Forgetting its important weight, 

Tlw drop through mere defire to prate, 
'And by themfelves outwitted. 

How bright foe’er the profpeft feems, 

AU thoughts of friendfliip are but dreams 
If envy chance to creep in; 

An envious man, if yon fucceed. 

May prove a dangerous foe indeed. 

But not a friend worth keeping. 

As envy pines at good poflefled 
So jealoufy looks forth diftrefled. 

On good, that feems approaching. 
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And if fuccefs his fteps attend, 
Difcerns a rival in a friend. 

And hates him for encroaching,*. 

Hence authors of illuftrious name, 
Unlefs belied by common fame. 
Are fadly prone to quarrel. 

To deem the wit a friend difplays 
A tax upon their own juft praife. 
And pluck each others laurel. 

A man renowned for repartee 
Will feldom fcruple to make free 
Whh friendship’s ftneft feeling. 
Will thruft a dagger at your breaft. 
And fay he wounded you in jeft. 

By way of balm for healing. 

Whoever keeps an open ear 
For tattlers, will be fure to hear 
The trumpet of contention; 
Afperfton is the babbler’s trade. 

To lillen is to lend him aid. 

And rufh into difTenftom 
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A friend Oup. that in frequent fit» 
Of con trover Gal rage emits 
The fparks of deputation. 

Like hand in hand infurance plates, 
Moft unavoidably creates 

The thought of conflagration. 


Some fickle creatures boaft a foul 
True as a needle to the pole. 

Their humour yet fo various— 

They manifeft their whole life through 
The needle’s deviations too. 

Their love is fo precarious. 


The great and fmall but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete. 
Plebeians muft furrender. 

And yield fo much to noble folk. 

It is combining fire with fmoke, 
Obfcurity with fplendour. 

Some are fo placid and ferene 
(As Irifh bogs are always green) 
They fleep fecure from waking 5- 



And are indeed a bog, that bears 
Your unparticipated cares 

Unmoved and without quaking. 

Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their heterogeneous politics 
Without an effervefcence. 

Like that of falts with lemon juice, 
Which does not yet like that produce 
A friendly coalefcence. 

Religion (hould extinguifh flrife, 

And make a calm of human life; 

But friends that chance to differ 
On points, which God has left at large. 
How freely will they meet and charge, 
No combatants are ftiffer! 

To prove at laft my main intent 
Needs no expence of argument. 

No cutting and contriving— 

Seeking a real friend we leeni 
To adopt the chymifts golden dream. 
With Bill lefs hope of thriving. 



iSIBNDSHl P. 


331 


Sometimes the fault is all our own. 

Some blemilh in due time made known 
By trefpafs or otniffion \ 

Sometimes occafion brings to light 
Our friend’s defea long hid from fight. 
And even from fufpicion. 

Then judge yourfelf, and prove your man 
As circumfpe&ly as you can. 

And having made ele6tion. 

Beware no negligence of yours. 

Such as a friend but ill endures. 

Enfeeble his affection. 

That fecrets arc a facred truft. 

That friends fhould be fincere and juft. 
That conftancy befits them. 

Are obfervations on the cafe. 

That favour much of common place. 
And all the world admits them. 

But ’tis not timber, ledd, and ftone. 

An archite6t requires alone 
To fimfh a fine building— 
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The palace were but half complete. 

If iie could pollibly forget 
The carving and the gilding. 

The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by thumps upon your back 
How he efteems your merit. 

Is fuch a friend, that one had need 
Be very much his friend indeed 
To pardon or to bear it. 

As fimilarity of mind. 

Or fomething not to be defined, 

Firft fi xes our attention ; 

So manners decent and polite. 

The fame we praftifed at fir ft fight, 
Mufl fave it from declenlion. 

Some aft upon this prudent plan, 

“ Say little and hear all you can.'’ 

Safe policy but hateful— 

So barren fands imbibe the fhower. 

But render neither fruit nor flower, 
Unpleafant and ungrateful. 



S-& 1 * 


s D S a !*• 


333- 


The man I truft, if to 
Shall find me as referved as he. 
No fubterfuge or pleading 
Shall win my confidence again, 
I will by no means entertain 
Afpy on my proceeding. 


Thefe famples-for alasl at 
Thefe are but famples, and a taft 
Of evils yet onmentioned-, 

the talk a talk indeed. 

May prove fuc ceed 

In which tis much if w e I 

However well-intentioned. 

To be at lead expedient, 

A „ a ,<» 

ral,~S »' l ™ 

A principal ingredient. 

The nobleft ^'^taown, 
"^^Thou'ghfome have turned and turned it; 
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And whether being crazed or blind. 
Or feeking with a biafed mind. 
Have not, it Teems, difcerned it. 

Oh Friendfhip! if my foul forego 
Thy dear delights while here belowj 
To mortify and grieve me. 

May I myfelf at la ft appear 
Unworthy, bafe, and inftncere. 

Or may my friend deceive me? 
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STANZAS 

. Subjoined to the Yearly Bill of Mortality of the 

Parifh of 

ALL-SAINTS, NORTHAMPTON, 
Anno Domini 1 7 8 7 » 

Pallida Mors sequo pulsat pede pauperum talemas , 

Horace, 

Reeumque turres. 

Pale death with equal foot ftrikes wide the door 
Of royal halls, and hovels of the poor. 


While thirteen moons faw fmoothly run 
The Nen’s barge-laden wave. 

All thefe, life’s rambling journey done. 
Have found their home, the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 
Than in foregoing years ? 

Did famine or did plague prevail. 

That fo much death appears ? 
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No; thefe were vigorous as their fires. 
Nor plague nor famine came; 

This annual tribute death requires. 
And never waves his claim. 

lake crowded foreft-trees we ftand. 
And fome are marked to fall; 

The axe will fmite at God's command. 
And foon fhall fmite us all. 

Green as the bay-tree, ever green. 
With its new foliage on. 

The gay, the thoughtlels, I have feen 
I palled—and they were gone. 

Read, ye that ran, the folemn truth. 
With which I charge my page; 

A worm is in the bud of youth. 

And at the root of age. 

No prefent health can health infure 
For yet an hour to come; 

No medicine, though it often cure. 

Can always baulk the tomb. 
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And Oh! that humble as my lot. 

And (corned as is my (train, 

' Thefe t.uths, though known, too much forgot, 
I may not teach in vain. 

So prays your clerk with all his heart. 

And ere he quits the pen. 

Begs you for once to take his part 
And anfwer all—Amen! 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1788. 

Quod adcsl , memento 
t 'omponere eequus. Ca’tera Jlumims 
Jiini ftruntwr. Hor. 

Improve the prefent hour, for all befide 
Is a mere feather on a torrent’s tide. 

Could I, from heaven infpired, as fure prefage 
To whom the riling year (hall prove his laft 5 
As I can number in my punctual page. 

And item down the victims of the pall5 

7 . 
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How each would trembling wait the mournful fheet. 

On which the prefs might ftamp him next to die; 
And, reading here his fentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, heaven-ward turn his eye! 


Time then would feem more precious than the joys. 
In which he fports away the treafure now; 

And prayer more feafonable than the noife 
Of drunkards, or the mufic-drawing bow. 


Then doubtlefs many a trifler, on the brink 
Of this world’s hazardous and headlong thore. 
Forced to a paufe, would feel it good to think. 
Told that his letting fun muft rife no more. 


Ah felf- deceived! Could I prophetic fay 
Who next is fated, and who next to fail. 

The reft might then feem privileged to play; 

But, naming wow, the Voice now (peaks to ALL. 


Oblerve the dappled forefters, how light 
They bound, and airy o’er the tunny glade— 
One falls— the reft, wide-fcattered with affright, 
Vanifli at or.ce into the darkeft (hade. 


jjitL OF MORTALITY. 

Had we their wifdom, Should we, often warned. 
Still need repeated warnings, and at laft, 

A thoufand awful admonitions fcorned. 

Die felf-accufed of life run all to wafte? 

Sad wafte! for which no after-thrift atones: 

The grave admits no cure for guilt or fin; 
Dew-drops may deck the turf that hides the bones. 
But tears of godly grief ne’er flow within. 

Learn then ye living! by the mouths be taught 
Of all thefe fepulchres, inftru£tors true. 

That, foon or late, death alfo is your lot. 

And the next opening grave may yawn for you. 


Z 2 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1789- 


_ Placidaque ibi demum morte quievit. 

Virg. 


There calm at length he breathed his foul away. 


« Oh moft delightful hour by man 
“ Experienced here below, 

« The hour that terminates his fpan, 

<< His folly, and his woe! 

Worlds ftionld not bribe me back to tread 
“ Again life’s dreary wafte, 

To fee again my day o’erfpread 
« With all the gloomy paft. 

c< My home henceforth is in the Ikies, 

« Earth, fcas, and fun adieu! 

« AH heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

“ I have no fight for you. 
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So fpoke Afpafio, firm poffeft 
Of faith's fupporting rod. 

Then breathed his foul into its reft. 

The bofom of his God. 

He was a man among the few 
Sincere on virtue’s fidej 
And all his ftrength from fcripture drew. 
To hourly ufe applied. 

That rule he prized, by that he feared, 
He hated, hoped, and loved j 
Nor ever frowned, or fad appeared. 

But when his heart had roved. 

For he was frail as thou or I, 

And evil felt within: 

But when he felt it, heaved a figh. 

And loathed the thought of fm. 

Such lived Afpafio; and at laft 

Called up from Earth to Heaven, 
The gulph of death triumphant palled,. 
By gales of blefiing driven. 
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His joys be mine , each Reader cries, 
When my laft hour arrives: 

They fhall be yours, my Verfe replies, 
Such only be your lives. 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1/90. 


A r e commonentem recta $peme. 

Buchanan. 


Defpife not my good counfcl. 


He who fits from day to day, 
Where the prifoned lark is hung, 
Heedlefs ot his loudeft lay, 

Hardly knows that lie has fung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Rightly lifts his voice on high, 
None, accuftomed to the found, 
Wakes the fouiier for his cry. 
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So your verfe-raan I, and clerk, 
Yearly in my fong proclaim 

Death at hand— yourfelves his mark- 
And the foe’s unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come, 

Publifhing to all aloud 
Soon the grave mult be your home. 
And your only fuit, a (hroud. 


But the monitory drain. 

Oft repeated in your ears. 

Seems to found too much in vain. 
Wins no notice, wakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confeffed 

Of fuch magnitude and weight. 
Grow, by being oft exprefied. 
Trivial as a parrot’s prate ? 

Pleafure’s call attention wins. 
Hear it often as we may j 
New as ever feem our fins. 

Though committed every day. 



Death and judgment, Heaven and Hell— 
Thefe alone, fo often heard. 

No more move us than the bell 
When fome Granger is interred. 

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover us from every eye. 

Spirit of inftru&ion come. 

Make us learn that we mull die. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

for THE YEAR 1792. 


Felix, qui potuit rerum cognoscere causas , 

Mque metus omnes et xnexorabile fatum 
Suljecit pedibus , strepitumque Acherontis avartl^ 

Happy the mortal, who has traced effeas 
To their firft caufe, caft fear beneath his feet. 
And Death, and roaring Hell’s voracious fires! 


Thankless for favours from on high, 
Man thinks he fades too foon 5 
Though ’tis his privilege to die. 
Would he improve the boon. 

But he, not wife enough to fcan 
His beft concerns aright. 

Would gladly ftretch life’s little fpan 
To ages, if he might# 



To ages in a world of pain, 

To ages, where he goes 
Galled by affliction’s heavy chain, 

And hopelefs of repofe. 

Strange fondnefs of the human heart, 
Enamoured of its harm 1 
Strange world, that cofts it fo much (mart, 
And ft ill has power to charm. 


Whence has the world her magic power? 

\\ hy deem we death a foe? 

Recoil from weary life’s be ft hour, 

And covet longer woe ? 


The caufe is Confcience—Confcience oft 
Her taie of guilt renews: 

Her voice is terrible though loft, 

And dread of death enfues. 


Then anxious to be longer 1 pared 
jyian mourns his fleeting breath. 
Vll t-vils then teem light, compared 
With the approach of Death. 
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’Tis judgment (hakes him; there’s the fear. 
That prompts the wi£h to flay: 

He has incurred a long arrear. 

And mutt defpair to pay. 

Pay /—follow Chrift, and all is paid 5 
His death your peace infures; 

Think on the grave where he was laid. 

And calm defcend to yours. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 1793. 


De sacris autem h<cc sit una sententia, ut conserventur. 

ClC. DE LEG. 

But let us all concur in this one fentiment, that things 
facred be inviolate. 


He lives who lives to God alone. 
And all are dead betide 5 
For other fource than God is none 
Whence life can be fupplied. 

To live to God is to requite 
His love as beft we may: 

To make his precepts our delight, 
*His promifes our flay. 

But life, within a narrow ring 
Of giddy joys comprized. 

Is falfely named, and no fuch thing. 
But rather death difguifed. 
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BILL OF MORTALITY. 

Can life in them deferve the name. 

Who only live to prove 
For what poor toys they can difclaim 
An endlefs life above? 

Who, much difeafed, yet nothing feel 5 
Much menaced, nothing dread ; 

Have wounds, which only God can heal. 
Yet never afk his aid? 

Who deem his houfe an ufelefs place. 
Faith, want of common fenfe; 

And ardour in the Chriftian race, 

A hypocrite’s pretence ? 

Who trample order; and the day. 
Which God aflerts his own, 
Dilhonour with unhallowed play. 

And worfhip chance alone ? 

If fcom of God’s commands, impreffed 
On word and deed, imply 
The better part of man, unblefled 
With life that cannot die; 
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Such want it, and that want uncured 
Till man refigns his breath, 
Speaks him a criminal, allured 
01 cvcrlalting death. 

Sad period to a plcalant courfe. 

Yet fo will God repay 
Sabbaths profaned without remorit, 
And mercy call awa>. 



( 851 ) 


INSCRIPTION 

FOR 

THE TOMB 

OF 

Mb. HAMILTON. 


Pause here, and think: a monitory rhime 
Demands one moment of thy fleeting time. 

Confult life's filent clock, thy bounding vein; 
Seems it to fey—" Health here lias long to reign ?" 
Haft thou the vigour of thy youth ? an eye 
That beams delight ? an heart untaught to figh ? 
Yet fear. Youth, ofttimes healthful and at eafe. 
Anticipates a day it never fees; 

And many a tomb, like Hamilton’s, aloud 
Exclaims, “ Prepare thee for an early ihroud. 
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epitaph on a hare. 


Here lies, whom hound did ne’er purfu 
Nor fwifter greyhound follow, 
Whofe foot ne’er tainted morning dew, 
Nor e’er heard huntfman’s hallo’. 

Old Tiney, furlied of his kind. 

Who, nurfed with tender care. 

And to domedic bounds confined. 

Was dill a wild Jack-hare. 

Though duly from my hand he took 
His pittance every night. 

He did it with a jealous look. 

And, when he could, would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread 
And milk, and oats, and draw; 

Thidles, or lettuces in dead. 

With land to fcour his maw. 
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epitaph on a hare. 

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled. 

On pippins’ ruflet peel. 

And, when his juicy falads failed. 

Sliced carrot pleafed him well. 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn. 

Whereon he loved to bound, 

To fkip and gambol like a fawn, 

Ar.d fwing his rump around. 

His frilhing was at evening hours. 

For then he loft his fear, 

Eut moft before approaching (bowers. 

Or when a ftorni drew near. 

Eight years and five round-rolling moons 
He thus faw fteal away, 

Dozing out all his idle noons. 

And every night at play. 


I kept him for his humour fake. 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache. 
And force me to a futile. 

A a 
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EPITAFH ON A HARE. 


But now beneath his walnut (hade 
He finds his long laft home, 

And waits, in fnug concealment laid, 
Till gentler Pufs (hall come. 

He, hill more aged, feels the (hocks. 
From which no care can lave, 

And, partner once of Tiney s box, 
Ain't foon partake his grave. 
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EPITAPHIUM ALTERUM 


Hie etiam jacet, 

Qui totum novennium vixit, 
Pufs. 

Sifte paulifper, 

Qui praeteriturus es, 

Et tecum lie reputa— 
Nunc neque canis venaticus, 
Nec plumbum miflile, 
Nec laqueus, 

Nec imbres nimii, 
Confecere 

Tamen mortuus eft— 

Et moriai* ego. 


A a 2 
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The following Account of the Treatment of hi Hares 
was inserted hy Mr. Cowfer in the Gentlemans 
Magazine, whence it is tranferihed. 


In the year 1774, being much indifpofed both in mind and 
body, incapable of diverting myfelf either with company or 
boobs, and yet in a condition that made feme diverlion necef- 


fary, I was glad of any thing, that would engage my attention 
without fatiguing it. The children of a neighbour of mine 
had a leveret given them for a plaything; it was at that time 
about three months old. Undemanding better how to teafe 
the poor creature than to feed it, and, foon becoming weary 
of their charge, they readily confented that their father, who 
iaw it pining and growing leaner every day, fhould offer it to 
my acceptance. 1 was willing enough to take the prifoner 

under my proteaion, perceiving that, in the management of 

fuch an animal, and in the attempt to tame it, I fhould find 
juft that fort of employment which my cafe required. It 
was foon known among the neighbours that I was pleated 
with the {.refent; and the confequence was, that in a fhort 
time I had as many leverets offered to me, as would have 
Pocked a paddock. I undertook the care of three, which it 
is neceffary that I fhould here diftinguifh by the names I 
„ave thcm-Pufs, Tiney, and Befs. Notwithftanding the 
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,wo feminine appellatives, I muft inform you that they were 
all males. Immediately commencing carpenter, I built them 
houfes to deep in; each had a feparate apartment, fo con- 
tiived that their ordure would pais through the bottom of it; 
an earthen pan placed under each received whatfoever fell, 
which being duly emptied and wafhed, they were thus kept 
perfectly fweet and clean. In the day-time they had the 
range of a hall, and at night retired each to his own bed, 

never intruding into that of another. 

Puts grew prefently familiar, would leap into my lap, raifc 
l.imfelf upon his hinder feet, and bite the hair from m> 
temples. He would fuller me to take him up and to carr) 
him about in my arms, and has more than once fallen faf 
ailcep upon my knee. He was ill three days, during whicl 
time 1 nurfed him, kept him apart from his fellows, that the; 
might not moleft him (for, like many other wild animals 
they pcrfecute one of their own fpecies that is Tick), and b; 
con ft ant care, and trying him with a variety of herbs, reftore< 
him to perfect health. No creature could be more grate ft; 
than my patient after his recovery; a fentiment which h 
moft fignificuntly exprefled by licking my hand, fird th 
back of it, then the palm, then every finger feparately, the 
between all the fingers, as if anxious to leave no part of 
unfaluted ; a ceremony which he never performed but one 
again upon a fimilar occafion. Finding him extremely tra£fi 

ble,Imadeitmycuftom to carry him always after breakfaft im 

the garden, where he hid himfelf generally under the leav 
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of a cucumber vine, fleeping or chewing the cud till evening; 
in the leaves alfo of that vine he found a favourite repaft. 

I had not long habituated him to this tafte of liberty, before 
he began to be impatient for the return of the time when he 
might enjoy it. He would invite me to the garden by drum¬ 
ming upon my knee, and by a look of fuch expreffion as it 
was not poffible to mifinterpret. If this rhetoric did not im¬ 
mediately fucceed, he would take the fkirt of my coat be¬ 
tween his teeth, and pull at it with ail his force. Thus Puf» 
might be faid to be perfeaiy tamed, the fhynefs of his nature 
was done away, and on the whole it was vifible by many 
fymptoras, which I have not room to enumerate, that he was 
happier in human fociety than when (hut up with his natural 
companions. 

Not fo Tiney; upon him the kindeft treatment had not 
the lead effeft. He too was tick, and in his ficknefs had an 
equal (hare of my attention ; but if, after his recovery, I took 
the liberty to ftroke him, he would grunt, ftrike with his fore 
feet, fpring forward, and bite. He was however very entertain¬ 
ing in his way ; even his furlinefs was matter of mirth, and 
in his play he preferved fuch an air of gravity, and performed 
his feats with fuch a folemnity of manner, that in him too 

I had an agreeable companion. 

Befs, who died foon after he was full growh, and whofe 
death was occaiioned by his being turned into his box, which 
had been wafhed, while it was yet damp, was a hare of great 
humour and drollery. Pufs was tamed by gentle u age; 
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1'iney was not to be tamed at all; and Befs had a courage 
and confidence that made him tame from the beginning. I 
always admitted them into the parlour after fupper, when 
the carpet affording their feet a firm hold, they would fnlk, 
and bound, and play a thoufand gambols, in which Befs, 
being remarkably ftrong and fearlefs, was always fuperior to 
the reft, and proved himfelf theVeftrisof the party. One 
e vening the cat being in the room, had the hardinefs to pat 
Fefs upon the cheek, an indignity which he refented by 
drumming upon her back with fuch violence, that the cat 
was happy to efcape from under his paws and hide herfelf. 

1 deferibe thefe animals as having each a charafter of his 
own. Such they were in faft, and their countenances were 
■0 cxprcfiivc of that chafer, that, when 1 looked only or 
ihc face of cither, 1 immediately knew which it was. It i 
laid that a fiiepherd, however numerous his flock, foon be 
comes fo familiar with their features, that he can, by tha 
indication only, diftinguifh each from all the reft; and yet 
to a common obferver, the difference is hardly perceptible 
1 doubt not that the fame diferimination in the caff of coun 
tcnances would be difcoverable in hares, and am perfuade 
• bat among a thoufand of them no two could be found es 
aetly fimilar; a circumftance little fufpe&ed by thofe, wh 
baVe not had opportunity to obferve it. Thefe creatures ha\ 
Angular fagacity in difeovering the minuteft alteration, th; 
:s made in the place to which they are accuflomed, an 
'mfiantly apply their nofe to the examination of a new objef 



A fmall hole being burnt in the carpet, it wa* 
patch, and that patch in a moment underwait the-ffrt&Bft 
fcrutiny. They feem too to be very -much dueled by the 
fmell in the choice of their favourites: to fome perfons, 
though they faw them daily, they could never be reconciled, 
and would even fcream when they attempted to touch them; 
but a miller coming in engaged their affeftions at once; his 
powdered coat had charms that were irrefiftible. It is no 
wonder that my intimate acquaintance with thefe fpecimens 
of the kind has taught me to hold the fportfman’s amufement 
in abhorrence; he little knows what amiable creatures he 
perfecutes, of what gratitude they are capable, how cheerful 
they are in their fpirfts, what enjoyment they have of Me, 
and that imprcffed as they feem with a peculiar dread of 
man, it is only becaufe man gives them peculiar caute for it. 

That I may not be tedious, I will juft give a fhort fum- 
mary of thofe articles of diet, that fuit them beft. 

I take it to be a general opinion that they graze, but n is 
an erroneous one, at leaft grafs is not their ftaple ; they feem 
rather to ufe it medicinally, foon quitting it for leaves of 
almoft any kind. Sow-thiftle, dent-de-lion, and lettuce, are 
their favourite vegetables, efpecially the laft. I ' covered 
by accident that fine white fand is in great estimation with 
them; I fuppofe as a digeftive. It happened that I was clean- 
in- a bird-cage while the hares were with me ; I place a 
po t filled with fuch fand upon the floor, which, being at once 
direfted to by a ftrong inJUnfik. they devoured vorac.ouhy i 
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fmcc that time 1 have generally taken care to fee them wel 
fapplied with it. They account green corn a delicacy, bo 

blade and ftalk, but the ear they feldom eat: draw of any 

kind, efpecially wheat-ftraw, is another of their dainties; 
they will feed greedily upon oat., but if funded with clea 
(kaw never want them; it ferves them alfo for a e , an , 
if fhaken up daily, will be kept fweet and dry for a con- 
fklerable time. They do not indeed require aromatic herbs, 
but will eat a fmall quantity of them with great rehfh, and 
are particularly fond of the plant called mufk ; they feem to 
refemble fheep in this, that, if their pafture be too fucculent, 
they are very fubjeft to the rot; to prevent .which, I always 
roa de bread their principal nourifhment, and filling a pan 
* it h it cut into fmall fquares, placed it every evening in their 
chambers, for they feed only at evening and in the night: 
during the winter, when vegetables were not to be got, I 
mingled this mefs of bread with fhreds of carrot, adding to it 
the rind of apples cut extremely thin ; for, though they arc 
fond of the paring, the apple ilfelf diCgufts them. Thefc 
however not being a fufficient fubftitute for the juice of fum- 
mer herbs, they muft at this time be fupplied with water; but 
fo placed that they cannot overfet it into their beds. I muft 
not omit that occafionally they are much pleafed with twigs 
*>t hawthorn, and of the common briar, eating even the very 
wood when it is of confiderable thicknefs. 

Befs, l have faid, died young; Tiney lived to be nine years 
<vM, and died at laft, I have reafon to think, of fome hurt in 
Vcl. n. B b 



( 362 ) 

his loins by a fell; Pufs is ftill living has i uft com l Aeted 
his tenth year, difcovering no figns of decay, nor even of age, 
except that he is grown more difcreet and lefs frolickfome 
than he was. 1 cannot conclude without obfeiving, that I 
have lately introduced a dog to his acquaintance, a fpaniel 
that had never feen a hare to a hare that had never feen a 
fpaniel. I did it with great caution, but there was no real 
need of it. Pufs difeovered no token of fear, nor Marquis the 
lead fymptom of hoftility. There is therefore, it (hould feem, 
no natural antipathy between dog and hare, but the purfuit 
of the one occaf.ons the flight of the other, and the dog pur- 
fues becaufe he is trained to it: they eat bread at the fame* 
time out of the fame hand, and are in all refpefts fociable 

and friendly. 

I (hould not do complete juftice to my fubjeft did I not 
add, that they have no ill feent belonging to them; that they 
are indefatigably nice in keeping themfelves clean, for which 
purpofe nature has furnifhed them with a brufh under each 
foot; and that they are never infefted by any vermin. 

May 28, 1784. 



( 363 ) 


Memorandum, found among Mr . Cowper s papers» 
Tuefday, March 9» 1786. 

Thi§ day died poor Pufs, aged eleven years eleven months. 
She died between twelve and one at noon, of mere old age, 
and apparently without pain. 
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THE END. 
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